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IN l UODUCTION. 


This scries of papers was bo^iin in Marcli. 1S88. 
A faingle number was priute«l, wljcn it was intcrrnpti-d 
by tl>u course of events, and not rcsume<l until iu*arly 
two years later, in January, 1890. The j>lan of the 
series was not fonmal In niy mind wlien 1 wrote tlio 
lirst number. In n-turnin;' to my ta.slc I found that 
my original plan had sliape«l itself in the undorgrouml 
Liboratory of my thouglit so that some changes h;ul 
to bo made in what I had written. As I proceeded, 
the sligl»t story which formed a jiart of my programmo 
developed itself without any need of much contrivanc/O 


on my jKirt. (liveii certain cliaraeters in a writer's 
conci'ption, if they are real to him, as they ougl»t to 
be, tliey will act in sucli or sneh a way, according to 
the law of their nature. It was pretty safe to as.sumo 
tliat intimate rehitluns would .spring up between sumo 
members of our lui.xed comjjany ; and it was not rasli 
to conjecture that some of these intimaei«*s might end 
in such attaehmcnt as would furnish us hints, at least. 


of a li>v<;-story. 

As to the itourse of the conversations wlueh w'onhl 
take place, verj' little could bo guessed beforehand. 
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X'avlous sul)jcct5i of interest would be likely to present 
tlieinsclves, without dcfinitb order, oftentimes abruptly 
and. as it would seem, capneiously. Conversation in 
such a mixed company as that of “ The Teacups ” is 
likely to he suggestive rather tlian exhaustive. Con¬ 
tinuous discourse is better adapted to t!ie lecture-room 
than to the tejv-table. There is cpiitc enough of it, — 

1 fear too much, — in these pages. Hut the reader 
must take the reports of our talks as they were jotted 
down. A patchwork <piilt is not like a piece of Gobe¬ 
lin tapestry : but it has its place and its use. 

JrSoiue will I'ccl a temptation to compare those con- 
vci^atious with those earlier ones, and remark uuami- 
ahly upeuj their ditYoreneo. This is hardly fair, and 
is certainly not wise. The}' arc produced under very 
different conditions, and betray that fact in every Hue. 
It is better to take them by themselves ; and, if my 
reader linds anything to please or profit from, I shall 
be contented, and he, 1 feel sure, will not bo ungrate¬ 
ful. 

The readers who take up this volume may recollect 
a series of conversations held many year.s ago over the 
breakfast-tahlc, and reported for their more or less 
profitable entertainment. Those were not very early 
breakfasts at which the talks took place, but at any 
rate the sun w.as rising, and the guests had not as yet 
tired themselves with the labors of the day. The 
inorning cup of coffee has an exhilaratiou about it 
which the cheering influence of the afternoon or even¬ 
ing cup of tea cannot be expected to reproduce. The 
toils of the forenoon, the heats of midday, in the warm 
season, the slanting light of the descending sun, or 
the sobered transluoency of twilight have subdued tlio 
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vivacit}' of tlio enrl^^ tlay. Yet luuTcr the iuH -once of 
the beiiig-n stimulant mciuy trains of tlioUj^ht 
will bear recalling, may suggest themselves to ;oine of 
our quiet circle an-l luove not uiiinl' i ..ting to a cer¬ 
tain number of lea-loia. 

How early many of my oM Lrca):fu>t comyauiouj? 
wont off to bed ! I am ihiiihin'/' not luoiul’',' of iho'O 
who sat round our table, but of that 1 uger c>‘m 2 >.iny 
of friends who li-»teued to our co:iv-;r.;;‘.tioiis ;-.s im¬ 
ported. Dear girl with the slllceu iiugljL-, ch ar boy 
\vith the dowii-.du‘,dowcd chcel;, your giv.i:iii.iib-.r, 
your grandmother, turned over the freshly printed 
leaves that told the story of lho.~.e cailier meetlugs 
around the plain hoard where so many things wero 
Slid and sung, not all of wlil.-h have (puie faded from 
til-- nu-mory of tliis overhunh ned ..n l foryellid tlnn*. 
Your father, your inotlu-r, found the rrallercd l- av. s 
gathered in a volume, and .unilod up-^n them as not 
nncompaniouablo accjuaintanccs. I'-Iy tea-table makes 
no luoinhscs, Tli- re is no programme of cxcreiics to 
bo studied beforc-liand. AVliat if I should content 
myself with a single report of wliat was said and done 
over onr teacups ? Perhaps my y-mng reader woidd 
he gla-l to lut ino off, for tliero are (allaus c nougli 
v. Jio li'ive not yet 1- ft their brcalcfast-tahles ; and no- 
Iv'idv can blame tlie young jxrople for profe-rrin < r I lie 
llumglits and the language of their own gener:iti«)n, 
with all its future Jjeforc it, to those of their grand- 
fat liers’ conteinj)oraric3. 

iMy reader, young or old, will ))lcasc to observe? that 
I liave left myself entire freedom as to the fiourecs of 
Vihat may !)0 said over tlic teacups. I liavc not told 
bow many cups arc commonly on the b'>ard, but liy 
using tlie plural I have implied that there is at leiist 
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one other talker or listener beside myself, auil for all 
that appears there may be a dozen. There will bo no 
rci:^uIatioii length to my reports, — no attempt to 
make out a certain number of pages. I have no con¬ 
tract to till so many columns, no pledge to contribute 
so many numbers. I can stop on this first page if 1 
do not care to say anything more, and let this article 
stand by itself if so minded. What a sense of free¬ 
dom it gives not to write by the yard or the column ! 

AVhen one writes for an Englisli review or maga¬ 
zine at so many guineas a sheet, the temptation is wvy 
groat to make one's contrihiition cover as many sheets 
as iiossihlo. ^^'e all I;uow the metallic taste of arti¬ 
cles written under this powerful stimulus. If Bacon's 
Essays had been furnished by a modern band to tbo 
“Quarterly Keview” at fifty guineas a sheet, what a 
great book it would have taken to liold them ! 

The first thing which suggc.sts itself to me, as I con¬ 
template my slight project, is the liability of repeating 
in tlic evening what I may have said in the morning 
in one foriu or anotlier, and i)rinted in these or other 
pages. hen it suddenly flashes into the conscious¬ 


ness of a writer who has been long before the public, 
I luivc said all that onco or' oftencr in my 
hooks or essays, and here it is again, the same old 
tlnnight, the same old image, the same old storjM ” it 
irritates him, and is likely to stir up the monosyllables 
of his uiisanetilied vocabulary. He sees in imagina¬ 
tion a thousand readers, smiling or yawning as ^hey 
say to tliemselves, - We have Iia.l all that" before,” 
and turn to another writor’s iierformanoo for some¬ 
thing not quite so stale and superfluous. This is what 
the writer says to liimself about the reader. 

The idiot! Does tlie simjdeton really think tl.at 
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ovcryljfj.lv iiJis rcntl all he has written ' '■ he 

really believe that everybody remeinbers all of h: -, 
the writer’s, words ho may happen I ) have lead ? At 
one of those famous dinners of the I’hi IV-ta K ijipa 
Society, where no reporter was ever admitted, and 
from which nothing ever leaks out about what is said 
and done, Mr. Kdward Kveiett, in his after-dinner 
f speech, quoted these lines from the Aaiieid, gi\in.:C a 
very liberal Kuglish version of them, which he applied 
to the Oration just delivered by Mr. Emerson : — 

Trf^s imUrLi lorti tr<.3 

vniiW tres iguiiJ, ct alitU AusLri. 

His nepbew', tlie ingenious, inventive, and incxbausti- 
\)le Dr. Edward Everett Hale, tells tlio story of this 
<juotation, and of the various uses to wbieh it might 
be applied in after-dinner specebes. llow often bo 
ventured to repeat it at the Phi li.la Kappa dinners 
1 am not sure ; but as be reproduced it with Ins lively 
embellishments ainl fresh versions and artful eircum- 
ioeutions, not one per.son in ten remembered that he 
bad listened to those saino words In those same ao 
eents only a twelvemonth ago. The poor deluded 
er<;atures who take it for granted tliat all the world 
rememhers what they Eive sai*!, and laugh at th- ui 
wlion they say it over again, may profit by this recol¬ 
lection. Put what if one does say the same things, ■ 
of course in a little dlll'erent form e.ieh time, — over 
and over? If he has anything to say worth saying, 
tliat is just what he ought to .h>. Whether ho ought 
to or not, it is very certain that this is what all who 
write much or speak much necessarily must and will 
do. Think of the elergj n»^» ]ueaelies fifty or a 

hundred or more sermons every year fur fifty years. 
Tliink of the stump speaker who shouts before a bun- 
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<lro(l aiKlionoo” tho snmo political canipai^-n, 

ahvavr, usin;^ tlu; same nr.^uments, ilhi:-,trations, alid 
catclnvords ! Tliink of the <-(litor, ns Carlyle has i>ic- 
tnrcl him, th.n'shin^ Uie same stray.-every inornin^-, 
uritil v.-c know what is comin:; wlicii we see the fust 
line, as wo tlo wlion we read tlio lare:e capitals at the 
hr:i'l of a thrilHii"; story, whirh cml^ in an mlvcrtisc- 
inent of an all-cleansin!; soap or an all-emin- remedy! 

The lateli-hey which op.-iis into the inner eliambevs 
of my consciousness fits, as I have suficient reason lo 
hcheve, tlio private apartments of a good inanv other 
peoiues thcnglit ',. TJie longer wc live, the more we 
Imd we are hice other persons. Whmi I meet with 
any lads in niy own mental experience, 1 feel almost 
siiiv that I shall I'm,I tlieni rquMlo.] oi- autivipatml in 
tlie writings or the conversation of others. This feci 
mg gives one a free,loin in telling his own personal 
history ho coiihl not have cnjoye,rwitliont it. My 
btory belongs to you as uitieli as to me. Z>e gc tahula 
n„n-atur. Change the personal prononn. — that is 
nil. ft gives many reailers .a .singular plensuro to fiiicl 
a writer te ling them sometliing tliey have long hnown 
1 felt, but wbicb they have never before fotiiul auy 
one to put in words for tbcin. An author does not 
always know when be is doing the .service of the angel 
«Iio stirre.l the waters of the pool of Botbesda. JlaC 
a reader is delighted to find bis solitary thought has a 
companion, and is grateful to the benefactor who has 
. rei.glbened bun. This is the -advantage of the buint 
le leader over the ambitious and self-worshipping 
v ifier. It IS not with him pcreanl Uli. but 

wL bh^" '’ — Blessed are those 

■nbo hate said our good things for us. 

bat I have been saying of repetitions leads mo 
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iuto p. train of reflections lU-ic v.hicli 1 tLink many 
readers will find sometliiiig in their own luoutal his¬ 
tory. The area of consciousness is covered hy layers 
of habitual thoughts, as a sea-beacU is covered with 
^Yave•v;orn, rounded pebhlcs, shaped, sinootlu-d, an'l 
polished by long attrition against each other. Tlie>o 
thoughts remain very much the same from de.y to da^), 
even from week to weedt; and as we grov/ older, from 
month to month, and from \-ear to year. The tides of 
wakening consciousness roll in upon them daily as ^^e 
unclose our eyelids, and keep U]> the gentle movement 
and murmur of ordinary mented respiration until we 
close them again in slumber. When we think \vo are 
thinking, we arc for the most part only listening to 
the sound of attrition between these inert elements of 


our intelligence. They shift their i)lacc3 a little, they 
change their relations to each other, they roll over and 
turn up now surfaces. Now and then a new fragment 
is cast in among them, to be worn and rounded and 
take its place with the others, but tho pebbled floor of 
consciousness is almost as slatlonarj' as the pavement 


of a city thoroughfare. 

It 60 happens that at this particular time I have 
something to tell which I am quite sure is not one of 
the rolksd pebbles which my reader has seen before in 
any of my pages, or, as I feel confident, in those of 

any other writer. 

If lay reader asks why I do not send the statement 
I am going to make to some one of the special peii- 
odicals tliat deal with such subjects, my answer is, 
that I like to tell my own Btories at my own time, in 
my own cliosen columns, where they will bo read by a 
class of readers vrith whom 1 like to tallc. 

All men of letters or of bciemx.*, all writers well 
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known to the public, are constantly tampered with, in 
these days, by a class of predaceous and hungry fel- 
lowdaborers who may be coUectively spoken of\s the 
hrani^tapjycrs. They want an author’s ideas on the 
subjects which interest them, the inquirers, from tlie 

mond questions to the most 
trivial matters of his habits and his whims and fan¬ 
cies. Some of their questions lie cannot answer* 
some he docs not choose to answer; some he is not yet 
ready to answer, and when ho is ready he prefers to 
select his own organ of publication. I do not find 
fault ^Mth all the brain-tappers. Some of them are 
doing excellent service by accumulating facts wbicli 
could nototlierwisc be attained. But one gets tired 
of the strings of questions sent him, to which he is 
oxiiccted to retain an answer, plucked, ripo or un- 
rijic, from bis private tree of knowledge. Tbe brain 
tappers are lil^e tbo owner of tbe gooso that laid 'tbo 
golden eggs. They would bare tbo embryos and 
germs of one s tboiigbts out of tbe mcntiU oviducts 

and cannot wait for tbeir spontaneous evolution and 
extrusion. ^ 

mnT/''' is, on the whole, the 

1 art at some previous date, but which, if I have not 
told, may be worth recalling at a future time. 

.^omo few of my readers may remember that in a 
oimer paper I suggested the possibility of the ex 

=£ T 

...T .aw, oaa„„.l' S”S S 
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remarks made by one o£ onr company on the delicate 
and difficult but fascinating subject which it forces 
upon our attention. I will first copy the memorandum 
made at the time: — 

“ Remarkable coincidence. On Z^Iond.ay, April 18th, 

being at table from C.30 r. m. to 7.30, \vith-and 

-[the two ladies of my household], I told them of 

the case of ‘tri.al by battel’ offered by Abraham 
Thornton in 1817. I mentioned his throwing down 
his glove, which was not taken up by the brother of 
Ills victim, and so he bad to bo let off, for the old law 
was still in force. I mentioned that Abraham Tlmm- 
ton was "said to have come to this country, ‘and [I 
added] he may bo living near us, for aught that I 
know.’ I rose from the tabic, and found an English 
letter waiting for me, loft while I sat at dinner. I 
copy the first portion of this letter: — 


‘20 AjLFitrn Pt..\CE, West (near ifiuionTn), 
South Kvnsiiig^toii, London, S. W- 
_ Aprin, ItiST 

Dr. O. W. Holmes : 

Dear Sir, — In travelling, the other day, I met 
with a reprint of tlic very interesting case of Thorn¬ 
ton for murder, 1817. Tlie prisoner pleaded success¬ 
fully the old IVager of Battel. I thought you would 
like to read the account, and send it with this. . . . 

Yours faithfully. 


Fred. Rathbone.’ 




Mr. Rathhonc is a weU-kno^vn dealer in old Wedg¬ 
wood and eigbtcentb-century art. As a friend of iny 
hospitable entertainer, Mr. Willett, he had shown mo 
many attentions in England, but I was not expecting 
any communication from him; and when, fresh from 
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my convorsfition, I found this letter just arrived by 
mail, and left while I was at table, and on breaking 
the seal read what I had a few moments before been 
telling, I was greatly surprised, and immediately made 
a note of the occurrence, as given above. 

I had long been familiar with all the details of this 

celebrated case, but had not referred to it, so far as I 

can remember, for months or years. I know of no 

train of thought which led me to speak of it on that 

particular day. I had never alluded to it before in 

that company, nor had I over .spoken of it with Air. 
Katlibono. 


I told this .story over our teacups. Among the 
company at the lahlc is a young English girl. Sho 
seemed to be amused by the story. “ Fancy! ” she 
aaid, —“how veryvery odd!” “It was a striking 
and curious coincidence,” said the professor who was 
with us at the tahle. “As remarkable as two tea¬ 
spoons 111 one saucer,” was the comment of a collo^ro 
yontli who happened to bo one of the company. Eut 
the member of our circle whom the reader will here¬ 
after know as Number Seven, began stirring his tea in 
a nervous sort of way, and I knew that ho was gettin- 
ready to say something about tho case. An ingeniout 
man ho is w.tli a brain like a tinder-box, its contents 
catcinng at any spark that is flj-ing about. I always 

U r/ten 1" ! ho 

* r sometimes be ri«-ht for ho 

" ^loTo d sorionsi; 

The leader need not be startled at the new terms 

ho in^oduces. Indeed, I am not quite sure that some 

thinking people ^viU not adopt his view of the mattTr 

Jtatt aTd^nr^rit^ 
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“ The impulse \yliich led you to tell that story passed 
directly from the letter, wliicli came charged from the 
cells of the cerebral battery of your correspondent. 
The distance at which the action took place [the let¬ 
ter was left on a shelf twenty-four feet from tlie place 
where I was sitting] shows this charge to have been 
of notable intensity. 

“ Brain action through space ^*ithout material sym¬ 
bolism, such as speech, expression, etc., is analogous 
to electrical induction. Charge the prime conductor 
of an electrical machine, and a gold-leaf electrometer, 
far off from it, will at once bo disturbed. Electricity, 
as we all know, can be stored and transported as if it 
were a measurable fluid. 

“ Your incident is a typical example of cerehral in¬ 
duction from a source containing stored ccrchricity, 
I use this word, not to be found in my dictionaries, as 
expressing the brain-cell i)ower corresponding to elec¬ 
tricity. Think how long it was before we had at¬ 
tained any real conception of the laws that govern tho 
wonderful agent, which now works in harness with tho 
other trained and subdued forces 1 It is natural that 
cerebriclty should be the last of the unweighablo 
agencies to be understood. The human eye had seen 
heaven and earth and all that in them is before it saw 
itself as our instruments enable us to see it. Tliis 
fact of yours, which seems so strange to you, belongs 
to a great series of similar facts familiarly known now 
to many persons, and before long to bo recognized as 
generally as those relating to tho electric telegraph 
and the slaving ‘dynamo.’ 

“ "What 1 you cannot conceive of a charge of cero- 
bricity fastening itself on a letter-sheet and clinging 
to it for weeks, while it was shuffling about in mail- 
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bags, rolling over the ocean, and shaken np in railroad 
cars? And 3 'ot the odor of a grain of musk will 
hang round a note or a dross for a lifetime. Do j^ou 
not remember what Professor Silliman sa^’s, in that 
pleasant journal of his, about the little ebony cabinet 
wliioli IMaiy, Queen of Scots, brought with her from 
Fiance, how ‘ its drawers still exhale the sweetest 
})erfuinc 3 ’ f If thc^' could hold their sweetness for 
more than two hundred 3 'ears, why should not a writ¬ 
ten page retain for a week or a month the equally 
mysterious cniuence poured over it from the thinkino- 
marrow, and diffuse its vibrations to another excitable 
nervous centre ? ” 

I have said that althoiTgh our imaginative friend is 
given to wild speculations, he is not always necessarily 
wrong. We know too little about the laws of brain- 
force to be dogmatic with reference to it. I am, 
myself, therefore, fuUy in syiiqiathy with the jisycho- 
logical investigators. When it comes to the various 
pretended sciences by which men and women make 
largo profits, attempts at inv'cstigation are very apt to 
bo used as lucrative advertisements for the charlatans. 
But a, series of investigations of the significance of 
certain jiopidar heliefs and superstitions, a careful 
study of the relations of certain facts to each other, 
- whether that of cause and effect, or merely of co¬ 
incidence, — is a task not unworthy of sober-minded 
and well-trained students of nature. Such a series of 
investigations has been recently instituted, and was 
^ported at a late meeting held in the rooms of the 
Boston Natural History Society. Tlie results were 
mostly negative, and in one sense a disappointment. 
A single case, related by Professor Royce, attracted a 
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^ootl (leal of attentiou. It was reported in the next 
jiKjriiing’s newspapers, and will be given at full length, 
doubtless, in the next number of the Psychological 
Journal. The leading facts were, briefly, these ; A 
lady in Hamburg, Germany, wrote, on the ‘22d of 
June last, that she had what she supposed to bo night¬ 
mare on the night of the 17th, five days before. “ It 
seemed,” she wrote, “ to belong to you ; to be a hor¬ 
rid i>ain in your head, as if it were being forcibly 
jammed into an iron casque, or some such pleasant in¬ 
strument of torture.” It proved that on that same 
17th of June her sister was undergoing a painful 
operation at the hands of a dentist. “ No single 
case,” adds Professor Royce, “proves, or even makes 
probable, the existence of telepathic toothaches ; but if 
there are any more cases of this sort, we want to hoar 
of tliern, and that all the more because no folk-lore 
and no suj)crnatural horrors have as yet mingled with 
the natural and wcll-ltnown imi)ressions that people 
a.ssociatc with the dentist's chair.” 

The case I have given is, I am confident, absolutely 

free from every source of error. I do not remember 

that Mr. Rathbone had communicated with me since 

lie sent mo a j)lentiful supply of mistletoe a year ago 

last Christmas. The account I received from him was 

cut out of “The Sporting Times” of ^larch 5, 1887. 

My own knowledge of the case came from “ Ivirby s 

"Wonderful Museum,” a work presented to mo at least 

thirty years ago. 1 had not looked at the account, 

spoken of it, nor thought of it for a long time, when 

it came to mo by a kind of spontaneous generation, 

as it seemed, having no connection with any i)reviou.s 

train of thought that I was aware of. I consider the 

n 
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cv'iclonce of entire intlepeudenco, apart from possible 
“ telepathic ” causation, coni])Ictcly water-proof, air¬ 
tight, incombustible, and unassailable. 

I referred, when first reporting this curious Ctasc of 
coincidence, with suggestive circumstances, to two 
others, one of which I said was the most picturesque 
and the other the most unlikely, as it would seem, to 
haiipeii. Xliis is the first of those two cases : — 

Grenville Tudor Pliillips was a younger brother of 
George Phillips, my college classmate, and of ‘Wen¬ 
dell Phillips, the great orator, lie lived in Europe a 
large part of his life, but at last returned, and, in the 
year 1803, died at the house of his brother George. 
1 read his death in the paper ; but, having seen and 
heard very little of him during his life, should not 
have been much impressed by the fact, but for the 
following occurrence : between the time of Grenville 
Phillijis’s death and his burial, I was looking in upon 
my brothel*, then living in the house in which we were 
both born. Some books which had been my father’s 
were stored in shelves in the room I used to occupy 
when at Cambridge. Passing my eye over them, an 
old dark quarto attracted my attention. It must be a 
Bible, I said to myself, — perhaps a rare one, — the 
“Breeches*’ Bible or somo other interesting speci¬ 
men. I took it from the shelves, and, as I did so, an 
old slip of paper fell out and fluttered to the floor. 
On lifting it I read these words : — 

The 7iamc is Grenville Tndor. 

AV’^hat was the meaning of this slip of papei* coming 
to light at this time, after reposing undisturbed so 
long ? There was only one way of exidaining its 
presence in iny father’s old Bible, — a coj^y of the 
Scri2>ture3 which I did not remember ever having 
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handled or looked into before. In christening a cliild 
tlie minister is liable to forget the name, just at tlio 
moment when he ought to remember it. My father 
preached occasionally at the Brattle Street Church. 
I take this for granted, for I remember going with 
him on one occasion when he did so. Nothing was 
more likely than that ho should be asked to ofticiate 
at the baptism of the younger son of his wife’s first 
cousin, Judge Phillips. This slip waslianded him to 
remind him of the name. lie brought it home, put it 
in that old Bible, and there it lay quietly for nearly 
half a century, when, as if it had just heard of Mr. 
Phillips’s decease, it flew from its hiding-place and 
startled the eyes of those who had just read his name 
in the daily column of deaths. It would be liard to 
find anything more than a mere coincidence here ; but 
it seems curious enough to be worth telling. 

The second of these two last stories must be told in 
proSiiic detail to show its whole value as a coincidence. 

One evening while I was living in Charles Street, 
I received a call from Dr. S., a well-known and 
highly respected Boston physician, a particular friend 
of the late Alexander II. Stephens, \nce-prcsident of 
the Southern Confedcrac}'. It was with reference to 
a work which Mr. Stephens was about to publish that 
Dr. S. called upon me. After t.'dking that matter 
over we got conversing on other subjects, among the 
rest a family relationship existing between us, — not 
a very near one, but one which I think I had seen 
mentioned in genealogical accounts. Mary S. (the 
last name being the same as tliat of my visitant), it 
appeared, was the great-great-grandmother of Mrs. H. 
and myself. After cordially recognizing our forgotten 
relationship, now for the first time called to mind, wo 
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])aitocl, my guest leaving me for his own homo. AVe 
had been sitting in my library on the lower floor. On 
going up-stairs where Mrs. II. was sitting alone, just 
as I entered the looin. she pushed a paper across the 
table towards me, saying that perhaps it might inter¬ 
est me. It was one of a number of old family papers 
which she liad brought from the house of her mother, 
recently deceased. 

I o})ened the paper, which was an old-looking docu¬ 
ment, and found that it was a copy, perhaps made in 
this centxiry, of the will of that same Mary S. about 
whom we had been talking down-stairs. 

If there is such a thing as a purcl}* accidental coin¬ 
cidence this must be considered an instance of it. 

All one can say about it is that it seems very un¬ 
likely that such a coiuciderfco should occur, hut it did. 

I have not tried to keep my own personality out of 
these stories. But after all, how little difference it 
makes whether or not a writer apj^cars with a mask 
on which everybody can take off, — whether ho bolts 
his door or not, when everybody can look in at his 
windows, and all his entrances are at the mercy of the 
critic’s skeleton key and the jimmy of any ill-disposed 
assailant I 

The company have been silent listeners for the most 
part; but the reader will have a chance to become 
better acquainted with some of them by and by. 



II. 


TO THE KEADEB. 

I KNOW that it is a hazardous experiment to address 
myself again to a public wliich in days long past has 
given me a genero\i 3 welcome. But my readers ha\ o 
been, and arc, a vei-y faithful constituency. I think 
there are many among them who would rather listen 4o 
an old voice they arc used to than to a new one of 
better quality, even if the “childish treble” should 
betray itself now and then in the tones of the over¬ 
tired organ. But there must be others, — I am afraid 
many others, — who will exclaim; “Ife^ has had his 
day, and why can't he be content? "SVe don't want 
literary revenanta, superduous veterans, ^^'iter3 who 
have worn out their welcome and still insist on being 
attended to. Give us something fresh, something that 
belongs to our day and generation. Your morning 
draught was well enough, but we don t care for your 
evening slip-slop. You are not in relation with us, 
with our time, our ideas, our aims, our aspirations. 

Alas, alas ! my friend, —my young friend, for your 
hair is not yet whitened, — I am afraid you are too 
nearly right. No doubt,—no doubt. Tea-cups arc 
not coffee-cups. They do not hold so much. Tlioir 
pallid infusion is but a feeble stimulant compared 
with the black decoction served at the morning board. 
And so, perhaps, if wisdom like yours were compati¬ 
ble with years like mine, I should drop my pen and 
make no further attempts upon your patience. 
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But suppose tliat a writer who has reached and 
passed the natural limit of serviceable years feels that 
ho has some things which he would like to say, and 
which may liave an interest for a limited class of read¬ 
ers, — is ho not right in trying his powers and calmly 
taking the risk of failure ? Does it not seem rather 
lazy and cowardly, because lie cannot “ beat his rec¬ 
ord," or even come up to the level of what he has 
done in Ins prime, to shrink from exerting his talent, 
such as It is, now that he has outlived the period of his 
greatest vigor ? A singer who is no longer equal to 
the trials of opera on the stage may yet please at a 
chamber concert or in the drawing-room. There is 
one gratification an old author can afford a certain 
class of critics: that, namely, of comparing him as he 
IS with what he was. It is a pleasure to mediocrity 
to have Its superiors brought within range, so to 
speak ; and if tlie ablest of them will only live long 
enough, and keep on writing, there is no pop-gun that 
cannot reacli him. But I fear that this is an unamia- 

hlo reflection, and I am at this time in a very amiable 
mood. 


I confess that there is something agreeable to mo 
in renewing my relations with tho reading pubUc. 
\\ ere it but a single appearance, it would give mo a 
pleasant gHmpso of tho time when I was kno^vn as 
a frequent literary visitor. Many of my readers — if 
l ean luro any from tho pages of younger writers ^ 
will prove to ho the children, or the grandchildren, 
of those whose acquaintance I made something more 
than a whole generation ago. I could depend on a 
kind welcome from my contemporaries, — my qoeyals. 
But where ore those contemporaries ? Ay de mi / as 
Carlyle used to exclaim, — Ah, dear me I as our old 
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women say, — I look round for them, and see only 
theii’ vacant places. The old vine cannot unwind its 
tendrils. The branch falls with the decay of its sup¬ 
port, and must cling to the new growths around it, if 
it would not lie helpless in the dust. This paper is a 
new tendril, feeling its way, as it best may, to what^ 
ever it can wind around. The thought of finding hero 
and there an old friend, and making, it may be, once 
in a while a new one, is very grateful to me. The 
chief drawback to the pleasure is the feeling that I 
am submitting to that inevitable exposure which is the 
penalty of authorship in every form. A writer must 
make up his mind to the iiossible rough treatment of 
the critics, who swarm like bacteria whenever there is 
any literary material on which they can feed. I have 
had as little to complain of as most writers, yet I 
thinlc it is always witli reluctance that one encounters 
the promiscuous handling whicli the products of the 
mind have to put up with, as much as the fruit and 
provisions in the market-stalls. I had rather be criti¬ 
cised, however, than criticise; that is, express my 
opinions in the public prints of other writers’ W'ork, if 
they are living, and can suffer, as I should often have 
to make them. There are enough, thank Heaven, 
without me. We arc literary cannibals, and our wri¬ 
ters live on eacli other and each other’s productions to 
a fearful extent. What tho mulberry leaf is to tbo 
silk-worm, tho author’s book, treatise, essay, poem, is 
to the critical larvaj that feed upon it. It furnishes 
them with food and' clothing. Tho process may not 
bo agreeable to tho mulberry loaf or to tho printed 
page ; but wdthout it the leaf would not liavc become 
tho silk that covers the empress’s shoulders, and but 
for tho critic tho author’s book might never have 
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reacliod the scholar's tahle. Scribblers will feed on 
eacli other, and if we insist on being- scribblers wo 
must consent to bo fed on. "Wo must try to endure 
philosophically what we cannot lielji. and ought not, I 
suppose, to wish to help. 


It is tlic custom at our table to vary the usual talks 
by the reading of short papers, in prose or verse, by 
one or more of The Teacups, as we are in the habit 
of calling those who make up our company. Thirty 
years ago, one of our present circle — “ Teacnji Num¬ 
ber Two,” The Professor, — read a paper on Old Af^e, 
at a certain Preakfast-table, where ho was in the habit 
of ai>pcariug. Tl.at paper was imblishcd at the time, 
and lias since seen the light in other forms. lie did 
not know so much about old ago then as ho does now, 
and would doubtless write somewhat differently if he 
took the subject up again. But I found that it was 
the general wish that another of our company should 
lot us hear what ho had to say about it. I received a 
polite note, retpiesting me to discourse about old age, 
inasmuch as I was particularly well qualified by my 
experience to-write in an authoritative way concernin'^ 
it. The fact is that I, — for it is myself who am speal” 
mg, —have recently arrived at the age of threescore 
years and twenty, —fourscore years we may othenWso 
call it. In the arrangement of our table. I am Tea¬ 
cup Number One, and I may as well say that I am 
often spoken of as The Dictator. There is nothin- 
invidious in this, as I am the oldest of the compan^^ 

and no claim is less likely to excite jealousy than that“ 
of priority of birth. 

I received congratulations on reaching my eightieth 
birthday, not only from our circle of Teacups, but 
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from friends, near and distant, in large numbers. T 
tried to acknowledge these kindly missives with the 
aid of a most intelligent secretary ; but I fear that 
there were gifts not thanked for, and tokens of 
good-will not recognized. Let any neglected corre¬ 
spondent be assured that it was not intentionally that 
he or she was slighted. I was grateful for every such 
mark of esteem ; even for the telegram from an un¬ 
known! friend in a distant land, for which I cheerfully 
paid the considerable charge which the sender doubts 
less knew it would give me pleasure to disburse for 
such an expression of friendly feeling. 

I will not detain the reader any longer from the 
essay I have promised. 

Tins IS the paper read, to The Tcaciqys. 

It is in A Song of Moses that we find the words, 
made very familiar to us by the Episcopal Burial Ser¬ 
vice, which place the natural limit of life at thrcc- 
Bcoro years and ten, with an extra ten years for some 
of a stronger constitution than the average. ^ et wo 
are told that Moses liimself lived to he a hundred and 
twenty years old, and that his eye was not dim iioi 
his natural strength abated. This is hard to accept 
literally, hut we need not douht that he was very old, 
and in remarkably good conditionybr a man of his fige. 
Among his followers was a stout old captain, Caleb, 
the son of Jephurinch. This ancient warrior speaks 
of himself in these bravo terms: “ Lo, I am this day 
fourscore and five years old. As yet, I am as strong 
Ibis day as I was in the day that Moses sent me; as 
my strengtli was then, even so is my strength now, for 
war, both to go out and to come in.” It is not likely 
that anybody believed his brag about his being as 
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good a man for active service at eightj^-flve as lie was 
at forty, when Moses sent him out to S 2 ^y the land of 
Canaan. But he was, no doubt, lusty and vigorous 
Jar Ills ycav!^^ and ready to smite the Canaanites hip 
and thigh, and drive them out, and take possession 
of their land, ns he did forthwith, when Moses gave 
him leave. 

Grand old men there were, three thousand years 
ago! But not all octogenarians were like Caleb, the 
soil of tTejihunueli. Listen to jioor old Barzillai, and 
hear him jiiping: “I am this day fourscore j'cars old; 
and can I discern between good and evil? Can thy 
servant taste what I eat or what I drink ? Can I 
liear any more the voice of singing men and singing 
women ? AVherefore, then, should thy servant bo yet 
a burden unto my lord the king?” And jioor King 
David was worse off than this, as you all remember, 
at the early age of seventy. 

Thirty centuries do not seem to have made any 
very great difference in the extreme limits of life. 
'Without pretending to rival the alleged cases of lifo 
prolonged beyond the middle of its second century, 
such as tliose of Henry Jenkins and Thomas Parr, we 
can make a good showing of centenarians and nonages 
narians. I myself remember Dr. Holyoke, of S^alem, 
son of a president of Harvard College, who answered 
a toast projioscd in his honor at a dinner given to 
him on his hundredth birthday. 

“Father Cleveland,” our venerated city missionary, 
w<^s born June 21, 1772, and died June 5, 1872, 
within a little more than a fortnight of his hundredth 
birthday. Colonel Perkins, of Connecticut, died re¬ 
cently after celebrating his centemiial anniversary. 

Among nonagenarians, three whose names are well 
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known to Bostonians, Lord Lyndliur»t, Josiali Quincy, 
and Sidney Bartlett, wero remarkable for retaining 
their faculties in their extreme age. That patriarc h 
of our American literature, the illustrious historian of 
his country, is stiU with us, his birth dating in 1800. 

Ranke, the great German historian, died at the age 
of ninety-one, and Chevreul, the eminent chemist, at 

that of a hundred and two. 

Some English sporting characters have furnished 
striking examples of robust lon gevi ty. In Gilpin s 
“ Forest Scenery ” there is the story ^ one of these 
horseback heroes. Henry Hastings was the name of 
this old gentleman, who lived in the time of Charles 
the First. It would be hard to find a better portrait 
of a Imnting squire than that which the Earl of 
Shaftesbury Iia.s the credit of having drawn of this 
very peculiar personage. His description ends by 
saying, “ He lived to be an hundred, and never lost his 
eyesight nor used spectacles. He got on horseback 
without help, and rode to the death of the stag till he 
was past fourscore.” 

Everything depends on habit. Old people can do, 
of cour.se, more or less w'cll, what they have been 
doing all their lives ; but try to teach them any new 
tricks, and the truth of the old ad age w ill very soon 
show itself. Mr. Henry Hastings had done nothing 
but hunt all his days, and his record would seem to 
have been a good deal like that of Philippus Zaehdarin 
in that untranslatable epitaph which may he found in 
“Sartor Resartus.” Judged by its products, it was a 
very short life of a hundred useless twclvciuontbs. 

It is something to have climbed the white summit, 
the Mont Blanc of fourscore. A small number only 
of mankind ever see their eightieth anniversary. I 
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might go to the statistioriJ,-tables of the Annuity and 
life insurance offices fdf^tciulecl and exact informa¬ 
tion, but 1 prefer to take tlie facts which have im- 
l)ressed tlicmselvcs upon me in my own career. 

Tlic class of 1829 at Harvard College, of which I 
am a member, graduated, according to the triennial, 
fifty-nine in miinbcr. It is sixty 3 ’ears, then, since that 
time; and as they were, on an average, about twenty 
years ohl, tliosc who survive must have reached four¬ 
score years. Of the fift 3 ’-nlne graduates ten onl^' are 
li\ ing, or were at the last accounts ; one in six, very 
nearl}'. In tlie first ten years after graduation, our 
third decade, when wc were between twenty and thirty 
years old, wo lost three momhers, — about one in 
twenty ; between the ages of thirty' and forty, eight 
die<l, —one in seven of those the decade began with ; 
from forty to fifty, onl}’^ two,— or one in twent^'-four; 
from fifty to sixty, eight, — or one in six ; from sixty 
to Rcvcntj^ fifteen, — or two out of every five; from 
seventy to eighty, twelve, — or one in two. The 


greatly increased j upi tali tv which began with our 
seventh decade went on steadily" increasing. At sixty 
wo como “ within range of the rifle-jiits/’ to borrow 
an expression from my friend Weir Mitchell. 

. A 9“^' classmate, the late Professor Benjamin 

.yPeirce, showed b^'numerical comparison that the men 
of suiicrior ability outlasted the average of tlicir fel¬ 
low-graduates. lie himself lived a little beyond his 
threoscoro and ten 3 cars. James Freeman Clarke 


almost reached the age of eighty. The eighth decade 
brought the fatal year for Benjamin Robbins Curtis, 
the great lawyer, wlio was ono of the judges of the 
Supreme Oourt of the United States; for the very 
able chief justice of Massachusetts, George Tyler 
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Bin-elow ; aud for that fainotis wit and electric ccutro 
of “social life. George T. Davis. At tbc Last annual 
dinner every effort was made to bring all tbc survivors 
of the class together. SLx of tbe ten living members 
were tbere, — six old men in the place of the thirty or 
forty classmates who surrounded the long, oval table 
in 1859, when I asked, “ Has there any old fellow got 
mixed with the boys? “ boys ” whoso tongues were 
as the vibrating leaves of the forest; whose talk was 
like the voice of many waters ; whose laugh was as 
the breaking of mighty waves upon the seashore. 
Among the six at our late dinner was our first scholai% 
the thorough-bred and accorapUshed engineer who held 
the city of Lawrence in his brain before it spread 
itself out along the banks of the ^lerrimac. There, 
too, was the poet whose National Il^ann, “ Wy Coun¬ 
try, ’t is of thee,” is kuown to more millious, and 
dearer to many of them, than all the other songs writ¬ 
ten since the Psalms of David. Four of our six were 
clergymen; the engineer and the present writer com¬ 
pleted the list. ‘Were we melancholy ? Did we talk 
of graveyards and epitaphs? No,^ we remembered 
our dead tenderly, serenely , feeling deeply what wc 
had lost in those who but a little while ago were with 
us. How could we forget James Freeman Clarke, 
that man of noble thought and vigorous action, who 
pervaded this community with his spirit, and was felt 
through all its channels as arc the light and the 
strength that radiate through the ^vi^es which stretch 
above us? It was a pride and a happiness to have 
such classmates as ho was to remember. Wo were 
not tlu v moning. complaining graybeards tliat many 
might suppose we must have been. Wo had been 
favored with the blessing of long life. Wo bad seen 
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tho drama well into its fifth act. The sun still warmed 
us, the air was still grateful and life-giving. But there 
was another underlying source of our eliecrful e^ua- 
jj piiidty, which wo could not conceal from ourselves if 
we had wished to do it. Nature's lvindl 3 ’ anody ne is 
telling upon us more and more with ever^" jxarl Tiur 
old doctors used to give an opiate which they called 

the hlaclc drop. It was stronger than Inudnipinrj-) ^ _. 

and, in fact, a dangerously’ powerful narfiotic. Some¬ 
thing like this is that potent drug in Nature’s x>harma- 

copmia which she reserves for the time of need,_tho 

later stages of life. She commonly begins adminis¬ 
tering it at about the time of tho ‘‘grand climacteric,*’ 
the ninth .septennial jieriod, the sixty-tiurcl year. 
More and more freely she gives it, as the years go on, 
to her grey-haired children, until, if they last long 
enough, every faculty is benumbed, and they drop off 
quietly into sleep under its benign influence. 

Do you say that old ago is unfeeling ? It has not 
vital energy enough to supply tho waste of tho more 
exhausting emotions. Old Men’s Tears, which fur¬ 
nished the mournful title to Joshua Scottow’s Lamen¬ 
tations, do not suggest the deepest grief conceivable. 

A little breath of wind brings down tho raindrops 
which have gathered on tho leaves of the tremulous 
poplars. A very slight suggestion brings the tears 
from hlarlborough’s eyes, but they are soon over, and 
he is smiling again as an allusion carries him back to 
tho days of Blenheim and Malplaquet. Envy not tho 
J old man the t ra n qui llity of his existence, nor yet blame 
him if it sometimes looks like apathy . Time, theun- 
exorablc, does not threaten him“~^th the scythe so 
often as with the sand-bag. Ho does not cut, but ho 
^tuus and stupefies. One’s fellow-mortals can afford 
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to be as considerate and tender with him as Time and 
Nature. 

There was not much boasting among us of our pres¬ 
ent or our past, as we sat together in the little room at 
the great hotel. A certain amount of self-deception is 
ejuite possilile at threescore j'ears and ten, but at three¬ 
score years and twenty Nature has shown most of those 
who live to that age that she is earnest, and lueams to 
dismantle and have done with them in a very little 
while. As for boasting of our past, the laudator Uni- 
2 )ori 8 acti makes but a poor figure in our time. Old 
people used to talk of their youth as if there were 
giants in those days, e knew some tall men wlicii 
we were young, but we can see a man taller than any 
one among them at the nearest dime museum. Wc 
had handsome women among us, of high loeal reputa¬ 
tion, but nowadays we have professional beauties who 
challenge the world to criticise them as boldly as 
rhryne ever challenged her Athenian admirers. o 
had fast horses, — did not “ Old Blue ” trot a mile in 
three minutes? True, but there is a three-year-old 
colt just put on the track who has done it in a little 
more than two thirds of that time. It seems as if tlio 
material world had been made over again since wo 
were boys. It is but a short time since we were count¬ 
ing up the miracles we had lived to witness. The 
list is familiar enough: the railroad, the ocean steamer, 
photography, the spectroscope, the telegraph, telo- 
phone, phonogi'aph, anaesthetics, electric illumination, 

_with such lesser wonders as the friction match, the 

sewing machine, and the bicycle. And now, we said, 
we must have come to the end of these unparalleled 
developments of the forces of nature. Wo must rest 
on our achievements. The nineteenth century is not 
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likely to add to them ; we must wait for the twentieth 
century. !Many of us, perhaps most of us, felt in that 
way. AVo had seen our planet furnished by the art of 
man with a complete nervous sy stem : a spinal cord 
beneath the ocean, secondary centres, — ganglions,— 
in all the chief places where men are gathered to¬ 
gether, and ramiilc atlon s extending throughout .civili¬ 
zation. All at diiccT^y the side of this talking and 
light-giving ai>paratus, we see another wire stretched 
over our heads, carrying force to a vast metallic mus¬ 
cular system, — a slender cord conve^nng the strength 
of a hundred men, of a score of horses, of a team of 
elephants. The liglitniug is tamed and harnessed, 
the thuiulcrbolt has become a common carrier. No 
more surprises in this century ! A voice whisi>crs, 
iic.vt f 

It will not do for us to boast about our young days 
and what they had to show. It is a great deal better 
to boast of what they could not show, and, strange as 
it may seem, there is a certain satisfaction in it. In 
these days of electric lighting, when you have only to 
touch a button and j our parlor or bedroom is instantly 
flooded with light, it is a pleasure to revert to the era 
of the tinder-box, the flint and steel, ainl the brim¬ 
stone match. It gives me an almost proud satisfaction 
to tell how wo used, when those implements were not 
at hand or not employed, to light our whale-oil lamp 
by blowing a live coal held against the wick, often 
swelling our cheeks and reddening our faces until wo 
wore on the verge of apoplexy. I love to tell -of our 
stage-coach experiences, of our sailing-packet voyages, 
of the scini-harbarous destitution of all modem com¬ 
forts and conveniences through which wo bravely lived 
and came out the estimable personages you find us. 
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Tliiuk of it! All my boyish shooting was done with 
a flint-lock giin ; the percussion lock came to me as 
one of those new-fangled notions people had just got 
hold of. 'VVe ancients can make a gi-and display of 
minus quantities in our'Eeminisecuces,, and the figures 
look almost as well as if they had the plus sign hefovo 

I 

them. ,, 

I am afraid that old people found life rather a dull 

business in the time of King David and his rich old 
subject and friend, Dar^.illai, who, poor mau, could not 
have read a wicked novel, nor enjoyed a symphony 
concert, if they had had those luxuries in his day. 
There were no pleasant firesides, for there were no 
ehimneys. There were no daily newspapers for the 
old man to read, and he could not read them if there 
were, with his dimmed eyes, nor hear them read, very 
probably, with his dulled ears. There was no tobacco, 
a soothing drug, which in its various forms is a great 
solace to°many old men and to some old women, 
(S^-le and his mother used to smoke their pipes to¬ 
gether, you remember. . , 

Old age is infinitely more cheerful, for intelligent 

peoide at least, than it was two or three thousand 
years ago. It is our duty, so far as wc can, to keep 
it so. There will always he enough about it that is 
solemn, and more than enough, alas! that is sadden¬ 
ing. But how much there is in our times to lighten 
its burdens ! If they that look out at the windows be 

darkened, the optician is happy to supply them with 
eye-glasses for u.so before the public, and spectacles 
for their hours of privacy. If the grinders cease be¬ 
cause they are few, they can be made m.any again by 
a third dentition, which brings no toothache in its 
train. By temperance and good habits of life, proper 
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vcll-wrirmcil, well-di’aiiied, and wcll-vciiti- 
latcd dwellings, niid sufficient, not too much exercise, 
the old man of onr time may keep his muscular 
strcnjrth in very crood condition. I douht if ^Ir. 
(iladstonc. wlio is fast nearing his eightieth birtlulay, 
would boast, in the stylo of Caleb, that lie was as good 
a man with his axe as he was when he was forty, but 
I would back him, — if the matcdi were possible, — 
for a hundred shekels, against that over-confident old 
Israelite, to cut down and chop up a cedar of Leba¬ 
non. T know a most excellent elergj'man, not far 
from my own time of life, whom I would pit against 
any old Hebrew rabbi or Creek philosojiher of his 
years and weight, if they could return to the llosli, to 
run a (piaitcr of a mile on a good, level track. 

"VVe must not make too much of such exceptional 
cases of prolonged activity'. I often reiuoached my 
dear friend ami classmate, James Freeman Clarke, 
that his ceaseless labors made it impossible for his co¬ 
evals to enjoy the luxury of that repose which their 
years demanded. A wise old man, the late Dr. James 
Walker, president of Harvard University, said that 
the groat privilege of old ago was the fjetlinrj rid of 
res]>07)sihiHtics. These hard-working V£toran s will 
not let one get rid of them until ho drops in his har¬ 
ness, and so gets rid of them and his life together. 
How often has manj’ a tired old man envied the sui^or- 

family cat, stretched upon the rug Tjcforb 
tho fire, letting thewarmth tranquilly diffuse 
itself through all Internal arrangements! IsTo 

more watching for mice in dark, damp cellars, no 
more awaiting tho savage gray rat at the mouth of 
his don, no more scurrying up trees and lamp-posts 
to avoid tho ncighbox"’s cur who wishes to make her 
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acquaintance ! It is very grand to “die in harness^” 
but it is very pleasant to Lave the tight straps uii- 
buchled and the heavy collar lifted from the neck and 
shoulders. 

It is natural enough to cling to life. e are used 
to atmospheric existence, and can hartlly conceive of 
ourselves except as breathing creatures. c have 
never tried any other mode of being, or, if \vc have, 
we have forgotten all about it, whatever "W ordsworth s 
grand ode may tell us we remember. Heaven itself 
must be an experiment to every human soul which 
shall find itself there. It may take time for an earth- 
born saint to become acclimated to tlie celestial ether, 
_that is, if time can be said to exist for a disem¬ 
bodied spirit. "We are all sentouced to capital pun¬ 
ishment for the crime of living, and though the con¬ 
demned cell of our earthly existence is but a narrow 
and bare dwelling-place, wo have adjusted ourselves 
to it, and made it tolerably comfortable for the little 
while we arc to be confined in it. Xhe prisoner of 
Cliillon 

rcffoincJ [his] freedom with a sigh, 

and a tender-hearted mortal might be pardoned for 
looking hack, like the poor lady who was driven from 
her dwelling-place by fire and Ijrimstonc, at the home 
he was leaving for the “ undiscovered country.” 

On the other hand, a good many persons, not suici¬ 
dal in their tendencies, get more of life than they 
want. One of our wcaltlty citizens said, on hcaiing 
that a friend had dropped of¥ from apoplexy, that it 
made his mouth water to hear of such a case. It was 
an odd expression, but I have no doubt that the fine 
old gentleman to whom it was attributed made use of 
it. He had had enough of his gout and other infiruu- 
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ties. Swift’s accoxint of the StruUlbrugs is not very 
auiiising reatllug for old people, but some may find, it 
a consolation to reflect on the probable miseries they 
escape in not being doomed to an undying earthly ex¬ 
istence. 

Tliorc are strange diversities in the way in which 
ditYorent old persons look upon their prospects. A. 
millionaire wdiom I well remember confessed that ho 
should like to live long enough to learn how much a 
certain fellow-citizen, a multimillionaire, was worth. 
One of the three nonagenarians before referred to ex- 
l>rosscd himself as having a great curiosity about tho 
new sphere of existence to which he was looking for¬ 
ward. 

The fooling must of necessity come to many aged 
persons that they have outlived their usefulness; that 
they are no longer wanted, but rather in the way, 
drags on the wheels rather than heli)ing them forward, 
liut let them remember the oftcn-iiuoted lino of Mil- 
ton, — 

They also servo who only stand and wait,’* 

This is ))cculiarly true of them. They arc helping 
others without always being aware of it. They are 
the shields, the breakwaters, of those who come after 
them. Every decade is a defence of the one next be¬ 
hind it. At thirty the youth has sobered into man¬ 
hood, but tho strong men of forty rise in almost un¬ 
broken rank between him and the api>roaches of old 
ago as they show in the men of fifty. At forty he 
looks with a sense of security at tho strong men of 
fifty, and sees behind them the row of sturdy sexage¬ 
narians. When fifty is reached, somehow sixty does 
not look so old as it once used to, and seventy is still 
afar off. After sixty the stern sentence of the burial 
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service seems to Lave a meaning that one tli<l not no¬ 
tice in former years. There begins to be sometlnng 
personal about it. But if one lives to seventy he soon 
gets used to the text with the threescore years and ten 
in it, and begins to count himself among those who by 
reason of strength arc destined to reach fourscore, of 
^Yhom he can sec a number still in reasonably gooil 
condition. The octogenarian loves to read about peo¬ 
ple of ninety and over. He peers among the asterisks 
of the triennial catalogue of the University for the 
i-.ames of graduates who have bgen seventy years out 
of college and remain still t^starre^ He is curious 
about the biographies of centenarians. Such csc.i- 
pades as those of that terrible old sinner and ancestor 
of great men, the Reverend Stephen Bacheldcr, inter¬ 
est liiin as they never did before. But he cannot de¬ 
ceive Iiimself much longer. See him walking on a 
level surface, and he steps off almost as well as cvci , 
but watch him coming down a flight of stairs, and the 
family record could not tell his years more faithfully, 
lie cut you dead, you say ? Did it occur to you that 
he could not see you clearly enough to know you from 
any other son or daughter of Adam ? He said he was 
very glad to liear it, did he, when you told him that 
your beloved grandmother liad just deceased ? Did 
you happen to remember that though he docs not 
allow tliat he is deaf, he will not deny that he does 
not hear quite so well as he used to? No matter 
about his failings ; the longer he holds on to life, tho 
longer he makes life seem to all the living who fol¬ 
low” him, and thus he is their constant benefactor. 

Every stage of existence has its spccial^^j^rials^nd 
its 8i>ccial consolations. IlahiU are tlutcrutchca of 
old age ; by the aid of these we manage to hobble 
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along after the mental joints are stiff and the muscles 
I'licuinatic, to speak metaphorically, — that is to say, 
when every act of self-determination costs an effort 
and a pang. We become more and more automatic as 
wo grow older, and if we lived long enough we sliould 
come to bo j^ieces of creaking machinery like iMaclzel's 
chess player, — or what that seemed to be. 

Kmcrson was sixty-three years old, the year I have 
referred to as that of the grand climacteric, when he 
read to his sou the poem he called “Terminus,*' bo¬ 
ginning; 

It iii time to be obi, 

To take 111 sail. 

The (luJ of bouiuls, 

^Vhu sots to soas a shore, 

Cunio to mo iu bis fatal rounds 
And said, ‘ No more! ’ 

It was early in life to feel that the productive stage 
was over, but he had received warning from within, 
and did not wish to wait for outside advices. There 
is all the difference in the world in the mental as in 
the bodily constitution of diUcicnt individuals. Some 
must “take in sail” sooner, some later. AVe can get 
a useful lesson from the American and the Kiiglish 
elms on our Common. The American elms arc quite 
bare, and have been so for weeks. They know very 
well that they are going to have storms to wrestle 
with ; they have not forgotten the gales of September 
and the tempests of the late autumn and early winter. 
It is a hard fight they are going to have, and they 
strip their coats off and roll up their shirt-sleeves, and 
show themselves bare-armed and ready for the con¬ 
test. The English elms are of a more robust build, 
and stand defiant, with all their summer clothing 
about their sturdy fi'omes. They may yet have to 
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learn a lesson of their American cousins, for uotwith- 
stauding their compact and solid structure they go to 
]>ieces in the great winds just as ours do. A^*c must 
drop much of our foliage before winter is upon us. 
*\^'e must take in sail and throw over cargo, if that is 
necessary, to keep us afloat. "NVe have to decide be¬ 
tween our duties and our instinctive demand of rest. 
I can believe that some have welcomed the decay of 
their active powers because it furnished them with 
liercmptory reasons for sparing themselves during tlie 
few years that were left them. 

Age brings other obvious changes besides the loss 
of active power. The sensibilities arc less keen, the 
intelligence is less lively, as we might expect under 
the influence of tliat narcotic wliicli Nature adminis¬ 
ters. But there is another elfect of her “ black drop ” 
which is not so commonly recognized. Old age is like 
an opium-dream. Nothing seems real except what is 
unreal. I am sure that thiu-ipoturcs painted by the 
imagination, — the faded(tesc^on the walls of mem¬ 
ory,— come out in clearer and brighter colors than 
belonged to them many years earlier. Nature has her 
special favors for licr children of every ago, and this 
is one which .she reserves for our second childhood. 

No man can reach an advanced ago without think¬ 
ing of that great change to which, in the cour.so of 
nature, ho must be so near. It has been remarked 
that the sterner beliefs of rigid theologians are apt to 
soften in their later years. All reflecti ng j iersons, 
even those Avlm sc minds have been half j/SHIcjTby the 
deadly j gtfSS^ which have done all they cOCld to dis- 
organizo tlxeir tbiukiiig powers, — all reflecting jier- 
Bons, I say, must recognize, in looldng back over a 
long life, how largely their ci'ccds, their course of life, 
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their wisdom and unwisdom, their whole characters, 
were sliaped by the conditions which surrounded them. 
Little children they came from the hands of the Fa¬ 
ther of all ; little children in their helplessness, their 
ignorance, they are going back to Him. They cannot 
hcl]> feeling that they are to be transferred from the 
rude embrace of the boisterous elements to arms that 
will receive them tenderly. Poor jdanetary found¬ 
lings, they have known hard treatment at the hands 
of the brute forces of nature, from the control of which 
they are soon to be set free. There are some old 
pessimists, it is true, who believe that they and a few 
others are on a raft, and that the ship which they have 
quitted, holding the rest of tnankiiid, is going down 
with all on board. It is no wonder that there should 
be such when we remember what have been the teach¬ 
ings of the priesthood through long scries of ignorant 
centuries. Every ago has to shape the Divine imago 
it worships over again, — the present ago and our own 
country are busily engaged in tho task at this time. 
'^^’^e unmake Presidents and make new ones. This is 
an apprenticeship for a higher task. Our doctrinal 
teachers are unmaking the Deity of the Westminster 
Catechism and trying to model a new one, mth more 
of inodorn humanity and less of ancient barbarism in 
his composition. If Jonathan Edwards had lived long 
enough, I have no doubt his creed would have softened 
into a kindly, humanized belief. 

Some twenty or thirty years ago, I said to Long¬ 
fellow that certain statistical tables I had seen went 
to show that poets were not a long-lived race. Ho 
doubted whether there was anything to prove they 
were particularly short-lived. Soon after this, ho 
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lianflcd me a list he had drawn np. I cannot lay my 
hand upon it at this moment, but I remember that 
Metastasio was the oldest of them all. He died at the 
age of eighty-four. I have had some tables made out, 
which I have every reason to believe are correct so far 
as they go. From these, it appears that twenty Kug- 
lish poets lived to the average ago of fifty-si.v years 
and a little over. The eight American poets on the 
list averaged seventy-three and a half, nearly, and 
they are not all dead yet. The list including Grech, 
Latin, Italian, and German poets, with American and 
Knglish, gave an average of a little over sixty-two 
year.s. Our young poets need not be alarmed. They 
can remember that Bryant lived to be eighty-threo 
years old, tluit Longfellow reached seventy-five and 
llallech seventy-seven, while AVhittier is living at the 
age of nearly eighty-two. Tennyson is still writing at 
eighty, and Browning reached the age of seventy-seven. 

Shall a man who in his younger days has written 
poetry, or what passed for it, continue to attempt it 
in his later years ? Certainly, if it amuses or iiitere.sts 
him, no one would object to his writing in verse as 
inucli as he likes. "Whctlicr he should continue to 


write for the public is anotlicr tpiestion. Poetry is a 
good d ual a ma tter of heart-beats, and the circulation 
is inorc^ ajtgni? ! in the later period of life. The joints 
are less^^up^^; the arteries arc more or less ossi^ 
^yicd.” SoTuttblug like these changes has taken phuru 
in the mind. It has lost the fiexibility, the plastic 
which it had in youth and early manhood, 
when the gp-istle had but just become hardened into 
bone. It is the nature of poetry to writhe itself along 


tlirough the tangled growths of the vocabulary, as a 
snake winds through the grass, in sinuous, complex, 
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ami unexpected curves, which crack every joiut that is 
not supple as india-rubber. 

I had a poem that I wanted to print just here. But 
after what I have this niomcnt said, I hesitated, 
thinking th;^t I might provoke the obvious remark 
that I excmpHljed the unfitness of which I had been 
siieaking. I reit\ciubered the advice I had given to a 
poetical aspirant not long since, which I think deserves 
a j^aragraph to itself. 

!My friend, I said, I hope you will not write in verse. 
When you vaite in prose you say what 5 'ou vican, 
AVIien you write in rhyme you say what you must. 

Should I scud this poem to the publishers, or not ? 

“ Some said, ‘John, priut it ; * others said, ‘Not so.* ** 

I did not ask “some” or “others.” Perhaps I 
should have thought it best to keep iny poem to my¬ 
self and the few friends for whom it was written. All 
at once, my daimon — that other Me over whom I 
button my waistcoat when I button it over my own 
person—put it into my head to look up the stoiy of 
Madame Saqui. She was a famous danscuse^ who 
danced Napoleon in and out, and several other dynas¬ 
ties besides. Her last appearance was at the ago of 
seveut^'-six, which is rather late in life for the tight 
rope, one of her specialties. Jules Janin mummified 
her wlicii she died in 18G6, at the ago of eighty. lie 
spiced her up in his "ct^gy as if she had been the 
queen of a modern l^haraoh. His foamy and flow’eiy 
rhetoric put me into such a state of good-nature that 
I said, 1 will priut my poem, and let the critical Gil 
Bias handle it as he did the archbishop’s sermon, — 
or would have done, if he had been a writer for the 
“ Salamanca "Weekly.” 
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It must be premised that a very beautiful loving 
cup was presented to me on my recent birthday, by 
eleven ladies of my acquaintance. This was the most 
costly and notable of all the niauy tributes 1 received, 
and for which in different form ^ I expressed luy grat¬ 
itude. 

TO THE ELEVEN LADIES 

WHO puksexted me with a silveu Lo\axG ccr on the 
TWENTY-NINTH OF AVGUST, M DCCC LX.XXIX. 

“ V ho pave this cup ? ” The secret thou woulibt steal 
Its brimming Hood forbids it to reveal : 

No mortal's eye shall read it till he first 
Cool the red throat of thirst. 

If on the golden floor ono dr.Tught rcinnin, 

Trust me, thy careful search will he in vain ; 

Not till the bowl is emptied slialt thou know 
The names carolled below. 

Deeper than Truth lies buried in her well 
Those modest names the graven letters spell 
Hide from the sight ; but wait, and thou shall see 
^yho the good angchs bo 

Whoso b'ounty glistens in the beauteous gift 
That friendly Lands to loving lips shall lift : 

Turn the fair goblet when its floor is dry, — 

Their uaiiics shall meet thine eye. 

Count thou their number on tlic l>oads of Heaven, 

Alas ! tho clustered Pleiads arc hut seven ; 

Nay, tho uiuo sister Muses arc too few, 

Tho Graces must add two. 

“ For whom this gift ? ” For ouo who all too long 
Clings to his hough among tho groves of song ; 

Autumn's last leaf, tluat spreads its faded wing 
To greet a second spring. 
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Dear friends, kind friends, whate’er the cup may hold, 
Bathing its burnished depths, will change to gold : 

Its last bright drop lot thirsty Micnads drain, 

Its fragrance will remain. 

Better love’s porftimc in the empty bowl 
Thau wine’s nepenthe for the aching soul ; 

Sweeter than song that ever poet sung, 

It makes an old heart young ! 


III. 


AtTKU the reading of the j)a]>or wlueh was reportetl 
in the jircecdlng number of this record, the company 
fell into talk upon the subject with which it dealt. 

The M'mU'esd. “ I could have wished you had said 
more about the religious attitude of old ago as sucli. 
Surely the thoughts of aged persons must bo very 
much tiiken up with the question of what is to bec*omo 
of them. I should like to have The Dictator exj)lain 
himself a little more fully on this point.” 

My dear madam, I said, it is a delicate matter to 
talk about. You remember ^Ir. Calhoun's response 
to tljc advajiccs of an over-zealous young clergyman 
who wished to examine him as to Lis outfit for the 
long journey. 1 think the relations between man and 
his Maker gi‘ow more intimate, more confidential, if I 
may say so, with advancing years. The old man is 
less dis 2 )oscd to argue about siicclal matters of belief, 
and more ready to symjiathizc with sjiiritually minded 
persons w’ithout anxious questioning as to the fold to 
which they belong. That kindly judgment which 
he exercises with regard to others he will, naturally 
enough, apply to himself. The carc8»in<j tone in whicli 
the Emperor Hadrian addresses his soul is very much 
like that of an old person talking with a grandchild or 
some other jiet: — 

vagula, hlandula, 
i/')spes comesqut corporis." 

“ .')cap little, flitting, pleasing sprite, 

The body’s comrade and its guest.” 


% 



40 OVER THE TEACUPS. 

How liko the language of Catullus to Lesbia’s spar- 

vow ! , . , • 

IMorc aucl more the old inaii finds his idcasures m 

memoiy, as the present becomes umrcal and tlrcamlike, 
and the vista of his cartldy future narrows and closes 
ill upon him. At last, if ho live long enough, life 
comes to be little more than a gentle and peaceful de¬ 
lirium of pleasing recollections. To say, as Haute 
saj's, that there is no gi-catcr grief than to remember 
jiast happiness in the hour of misery is not giving the 
whole truth. In the midst of the yniscry, as many 
would call it, of extreme old age, there is often a di¬ 
vine consolation in recalling the happy moments and 
(lays and years of times long past. So heautiful aro 
the visions of bvgeiic delight that one could hardly 
wish them to become real, lost they should lose their 
ineffable charm. I can almost conceive of a dozing 
and dreamy centenarian saying to one he loves, “ Go, 
darling, go! Spread your wings and leave me. So 
shall you cuter that world of memory where all is 
lovely. I shall not hear the sound of your footsteiis 
any more, but you will float before me, an aerial i>res- 
once. I shall not hear any word from your lips, but 
I shall have a deeper sense of your nearness to mo 
than speech can give. I shall feel, in my still soli¬ 
tude, as the Ancient !Marincr felt when the seraph 
band gathered before him; — 

‘ No voico did tboy impart — 

No Toico ; but oU I tbo silouce sank 
Liko mitsic on my boart.^ 

I said that the lenient way in whicl* tlie old look at 
tho failings of others naturally leads thcjp. to judge 
themselves more charitably. They find an apology 
for their short-comings and wrong-doings in another 



47 


OVEU THE TEACrP.>. 

consideration. They know very well that they arc not 
the same persons as the middle-aged individuals, the 
young men, the boys, the children, that bore their 
names, and wliose lives were continuous with theirs. 
Here is-an old man who can remember the first time 
he was allowed to go shooting. AVhat a remorseless 
young destroyer lie was, to bo sure! 'Wherever lie 
saw a feather, wherever a poor little squirrel showed 
his bushy tail, bang! went the old “ king's arm,” and 
the feathers or the fur were set flying like so much 
chaff. Now that same old man, — the mortal that was 
called by liis name and has passed for the same X)cr- 
son for some scores of years,— is considered absurdly 
sentimental by kind-hearted women, because he ojiens 
the flj'-traj) and sets all its cajitivos free, — out-of- 
doors, of course, but the dear souls all insisting, mean- 
wliile, that the flies will, every one of them, be back 
again in tho house before the day is over. Ho j'ou 
suppose that venerable sinner exi>ccts to be rigorously 
called to account for the want of feeling he showed in 
those early years, when tho instinct of destruction, de¬ 
rived from bis forest-roaming ancestors, led Jiim to 
acts which he now looks upon with pain and aversion ? 

‘ Senex ’ has seen three generations glow up, tho 
son repeating the virtues and the failings of the father, 
tlio grandson showing the same characteristics as the 
fatlior and grandfather* Ho knows that if such or 
such a young fellow had lived to the next stage of 
life he would very probably have cauglit up with liis 
mother’s virtues, which, like a graft of a late fruit on 
an early api>lo or pear tree, do not ripen in her chil¬ 
dren until late in the season. Ho has seen the succes¬ 
sive ripening of one quality after another on the 
boughs of his own life, and ho finds it liard to condemn 
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luinself for faults wliicli only needed time to fall oft 
and be succeeded by better -fruitage. I cannot help 
tbinking that the recording angel not only drops a 
tear upon many a human failing, which blots it out, 
forever, but that he liaiuls many an old reevd-book 
to the imp that does his bidding, and orders him to 
throw that into the fire instead of the sinner for whom 
the little wretch had kindled it. 

“And pitched him in after it, I hope,” said Number 
Seven, who is in some points as much of an oi^timist 
as any one among ns, in spite of the squint in his 
bi’ain, —— or in virtue of it, if 3'ou choose to have it so. 

“I like AVordsworth'.s ‘ iSIatthcw,’” said Number 
Five, “ as picture of old age I remember.” 

“ Can 3’ou repeat it to us ? ” asked one of The 
Teacups. 

“ I can recall two verses of it,” said Number Five, 
and she recited the two following ones. Number Five 
has a very sweet voice. The moment she speaks all 
the faces turn toward her. I don’t know what its se¬ 
cret is, but it is a voice that makes friends of everybody. 

** * The siglw which ^Litthow houvecl woro siglis 
Of olio tirod out with fun and madiioss ; 

Tlio tonrs which came to Matthew* s ojos 
Woro tears of lights tho dow of gladness* 

‘ Yot, somotimes, when tho socrot cup 
Of still and Borious thought went round, 

It scorned as if ho drank It up, 

Ho felt with spirit so profound.’ 

“ This was the way in which "U^ordsworth paid his 
tribute to a 

** 'Soul of God's host oartlily mould.’ ” 

The sweet voice left a ti'ancc-liko silence after it, 
which may have lasted twenty heart-beats. Then I 
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sai.l, AVo all thank you for your ohnrniin- quotation 
such st“ff ‘ “T tl.an 

“Ile.ivcn-s Soven-ijr^ saves all hcings I,»t niimelf 
lhat hideous si-ht, a naked Lumaii heart.*’ 

Or the author of “ Don Juan ” telling us to look into 

“Man’s heart, and view the hell that’s diero ! ” 

I hope I am quoting correctly, but I am nmre of a 

Suit'-,'" I5y™n. AVas Parson 

rf -f ^ such a Indeous .spectacle to Jiiiusolf 

If It was, he had better have stripped off his surplice, 
^o, — It was nothin- but the cant of his callin-. I„ 

I yrou It was a mood, and he ini-ht have s,-ud just the 
oppoMte thin- the next day, as he did in his two <le- 
scription.s of the Venus de’.AIedici. Tl.at picture of 

think "’"■"'“'■J'- -‘“‘I one 

oet tl.an to exalt the idea of manhood, and to make 
the world we live in more beautiful? 

thier''rf >■“ “■« <^le...c-nt rvith- 

out which life and tea-table.s alike arc wantin- in 

interest AVe arc all, of course, watching thom,^and 

eunous to know whether we are to have a romance or 

uot. Here is one of them; others wUl show them- 
selves presently. 

I cannot say just Lowr old the Tutor is, but I do not 
doteeta gray hair in his head. My sight is 17x0 
gwd as It was, however, and he m.ay have turned tl.o 

or 1^' T'f" ,"/• it « year 

or two behind him. More probahly ho is still in tho 
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twenties, — say twenty-eight or twenty-nine. ^ He 
seems young, at any rate, excitable, enthusiastic, im¬ 
aginative, but at the same time reserved. I am afraid 
that he is a poet. When I say “I am afraid,” you 
wonder what I mean by the expression. I may take 
another opportunity to explain and justify it; I will 
only say now that I consider the Muse the most dan¬ 
gerous of sirens to a young man who has his way to 
make in the world. Now this young man, the Tutor, 
has, I believe, a future before him. Ho was bom for 
a j>hilosoplier, — so I read his horoscope, — but ho 
has a great liking for poetry and can write well in 
verse. Wo have had a number of iioems offered for 
our entertainment, which I have commonly been re¬ 
quested to read. There has been some little mystery 
about their authorship, but it is evident that they are 
not all from the same hand. Poetry is as contagious 
as measles, and if a single case of it break out in any 
social circle, or in a school, there arc certain to be a 
number of similar cases, some slight, some serious, and 
now and then one so malignant that the subject of it 
should be init on a spare diet of stationery, say from 
two to three penfuls of ink and a half sheet of note- 
paxicr^Jer dic7n. If any of our iioetical contributions 
are presentable, the reader shall have a chance to see 
them. 

It must be understood that our company is not in¬ 
variably made up of the same persons. The Misti’ess, 
as we call her, is expected to be always in hw place. 
I make it a rule to be iiresent. The Professor is al¬ 
most as sure to be at the table as I am. Wo should 
hardly know what to do without Number Five. It 
takes a good deal of tact to handle such a little assem¬ 
bly as ours, which is a republic on a small scale, for 
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nU that they give me the title of Dictator, and Num¬ 
ber live is a great help in every social emergem-v. 
She sees when a discussion tends to become personal, 
and heads off the threatening antagonists. She knows 
when a subject has been knocking about long enough, 
and dexterously shifts the talk to another track. It 
is true that I am the one most frequentl 3 ' appealed to 
as the highest tribunal in doubtful cases, but I often 
care more for Number Five’s opinion than I do for 
my own. AVlio is this Number Five, so fascinating, 
so wise, so full of knowledge, and so ready to learn ? 
She is suspected of being the anonymous author of a 
book which produced a sensation when published, not 
very long ago, and which those who read are very apt 
to read a second time, and to leave on their tables for 
frequent reference. But we Iiave never asked her. I 
do not think she wants to be famous. How she comes 
to be unmarried is a mystery to me ; it must bo that 
she has found nobodj' worth caring enough for. I wish 
alio would furuisli us with the romance wliicli, as I said, 
our tea-table needs to make it interesting. Perliaps 
the new-comer will make love to her, — I should think 
it jiossiblc she might fancy him. 

And who is the new-eomcr? He is a Counsellor 
^d a Politician. Has a good war record. I.s about 
forty-five ^ears old, I conjecture. I.s engaged in a 
^eat law case just now. Said to be very eloquent. 
Has an intellectual head, and tho bearing of one who 
lias commanded a regiment or perhaps a brigade. 
Altogether an attractive person, scholarly, refined ; 
hius some accomplishments not so common as they 

might be in the class we call gentlemen^ with an accent 
on the word. 

There is also a young Doctor, waiting for his bald 
spot to come, so tliat ho may get into practice. 
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AVe have two young ladies at the table, —- the Eng¬ 
lish girl referred to in a former number, and an Amer- 
ican girl of about her own age. Both of them are 
students in one of those institutions — I am not sure 
whether they call it an “ annex ” or not, but at any 
rate one of those schools where they teach the incom¬ 
prehensible sort of mathematics and other bewildering 
branches of knowledge above the common level of 
high-school education. They seem to be good friends, 
and form a very pleasing pair when they walk in arm in 
arm ; nearly enough alike to seem to belong together, 
different enough to form an agreeable contrast. 

Of course wo were bound to have a ^Musician at 
our table, and wo have one who sings admirably, and 
accompanies himself, or one or more of our ladies, very 
frequently. 

Such is our company when tho table is full. But 
sometimes only half a dozen, or it may bo only three 
or four, are present. At other times wo have a visi¬ 
tor or two, either in tho place of one of our habitual 
number, or in addition to it. AVe have tho elements, 
wo think, of a pleasant social gathering, — different 
sexes, ages, pursuits, and tastes, — all that is required 
for a “ symphony concert *’ of conversation. One of 
tho curious questions which might well he asked by 
those who had been with us on different occasions 
would be, “ How many poets are there among you ? ” 
Nobody can answer this question. It is a point of 
etiquette with us not to press our inquiries about these 
anonymous poems too sharply, especially if any of 
them betray sentiments which would not bear rough 
handling. 

1 don’t doubt that the different personalities at our 
tabic will get mixed up in the reader’s mind if he is 
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not particularly clear-headed. Tliat happens very of¬ 
ten, much oftencr than all would he willing to confess, 
in reading novels and plays. I am afraid we should' 
get a good deal confused even in reading our Shake¬ 
speare if we did not look hack now and then at the 
dramatis per^onm. I am sure that I am very ajit to 
confound the characters in a moderately interesting 
novel; indeed, I suspect that the ^^'l■itcr is often im 
better oft' than the reader in the dreary middle of tlie 
story, when his characters have all made their ai>i)oar- 
aidce, and before they have reached near enough to the 
denoument to have fixed their individuality by the 
position they have arrived at in the chain of the 
narrative. 


I\Iy reader might be a little puzzled when he road that 
Number Five did or said such or such a tiling, and 
ask, “Whom do you mean by that title? I am not 
quite .sure that I remember.’* Just associate her with 
tliiit lino of Euiorsoii, — 


** Why luituro loves tlio uumhor — 

and that will remind you that she is the favorite of 
our table. 

You cannot forget who Number Seven is if I inform 
you that he specially prides himself on being a seventh 
son of a seventh son. The fact of sucli a descent is 
supposed to carry wonderful endowments with it. 
A umber Seven passes for a natural healer. Ho is 
looked upon as a kind of wizard, and is limky in liv¬ 
ing in the nineteenth century instead of the sixteenth 
or earlier. How much confidence he feels in himself 
^thc possessor of half-supernatural gifts 1 cannot say 
I think his peculiar birthright gives him a certain 
confidence lu his whims and fancies whicli but for 
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that liG would hartlly feel. After this explanation, 
when I speak of Number Five or Number Seven, you 
will know to whom I refer. 

The company are very frank in their criticisms of 
each other. “ I did not like that expression of yours, 
jylanctaryfonndUngfi'^ said the [Mistress. “It seems 
to mo that it is too like atheism for a good Christian 
like you to use.” 

Ah, my dear madam, I answered, I was thinking 
of the elements and the natural forces to which man 
was bom an almost helpless subject in the rudimentary 
stages of his existence, and from which ho has only 
partially got free after ages upon ages of warfare with 
their tyranny. Think what hunger forced the cave¬ 
man to do I Think of tlie surly indifference of tluJ 
storms that swept the forest and the waters, the earth¬ 
quake chasms that engulfed him, the inundations that 
drowned him out of his miserable hiding-places, Uio 
j^cstilences that lay in wait for him, the unequal strife 
with ferocious animals ! I need not sum up all the 
wretchedness that goes to constitute the “ martyrdom 
of man.” "When our forefathers came to this wilder¬ 
ness as it then was, and found everywhere the bones 
of the poor natives who had perished in the great 
plague ([which our Doctor there thinks was probably 
the small-iiox), they considered this destructive mal¬ 
ady as a special mark of providential favor for them. 
How about the miserable Indians ? Were they any¬ 
thing but planetary foundlings ? No I Civilization is 
a great foundling hospital, and fortunate are all those 
who get safely into the creche before the frost or the 
malaria has killed them, the wild beasts or the venom¬ 
ous reptiles worked out their deadly appetites and 
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instincts upon them. The very idea of humanity 
seems to be that it shall take care of itself and de¬ 
velop its powers in the “ struggle for life.” Whether 
we approve it or not, if we can judge by the material 
record, man was born a foundling, and fought his way 
as he best might to tbat kind of existence which wo 
call civilized, — one which a considerable part of the 
inhabitants of our planet have reached. 

If you do not like the expression planetary found¬ 
lings, I have no objection to your considering the race 
as put out to nurse. And what a nurse Nature is! 
She gives her charge a hole in the rocks to live in, ice 
for his pillow and snow for his blanket, in one part of 
the world ; the jungle for his bedroom in another, 
with the tiger for his watch-dog and the cobra as his 
playfellow. 

Well, I said, there may be other parts of the uni¬ 
verse whore there are no tigers and no cobras. It is 
not quite certain that such realms of creation are bet¬ 
ter off, on the whole, than this earthly residence of 
ours, which has fought its way up to the development 
of such centres of civilization as Athens and Home, to 
such personalities as Socrates, as Washington. 

“ One of our company has been on an excursion 
among the celestial bodies of our system, I under¬ 
stand,” said the Professor. 

Number Five colored. “ Nothing but a dream,” 
she said. “ The truth is, I had taken ether in the 
evening for a touch of neuralgia, and it set my imagi¬ 
nation at work in a way quite unusual with mo. I 
had been reading a number of books about an ideal 
condition of society, — Sir Thomas INIore’s ‘ Utopia,’ 
Lord Bacon’s ‘New Atlantis,’ and another of nioro 
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rcceut date. I went to bed with my brain a good 
deal excited, and fell into a deep slumber, in which I 
l^asscd through some experiences so singular that, on 
awaking, I put them down on paper. I don’t know 
that there is anything very original about the experi¬ 
ences I have recorded, but I tliought them w'orth pre- 
scr\'xng. Perhaps you would not agree with mo in 
that belief.” 

“ If Number Five will give us a chance to form our 
own judgment about her dream or \dsion, I think wo 
sliall enjoy it,” said the Mistress. “ She knows w'hat 
will please The Teacups in the Nvay of reading as well 
as I do how many lumps of sugar the Professor wants 
in his tea and how many I want in mine.” 

The company was so urgent that Number Five sent 
up-stairs for her paper. 

JViimhcr Five reads the story of her dream. 

It cost me a great effort to set down the words of 
tho manuscript from which I am reading. My dreams 
for the most part fade away so soon after their occur¬ 
rence that I cannot recall them at all. But in this 
case my ideas held together with remarkable tenacity. 
By keeping my mind steadily upon the work, I gi’adu- 
ally unfolded the narrative which follows, as the fa¬ 
mous Italian antiquary opened one of those fragile 
carbonized manuscripts found in the ruins of Hercu¬ 
laneum or Pompeii. 

Tho first thing I remember about it is that I was 
floating upward, without any sense of effort on my 
part. Tho feeling was that of flying, which I have 
often had in dreams, as have many other persons. It 
was the most natural thing in the world, — a semi- 
materialized volition, if I may use such an expression. 
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At the first moment of my new consciousness, — for 1 
seemed to have just emerged from a deep slumber, — 
I was aware that there was a comjjanion at my side. 
Nothing could be more gracious than the way in whii h 
this being accosted me. I will speak of it ns be¬ 
cause there was a delicacy, a sweetness, a divine j>ii- 
rity, about its aspect that recalled my ideal of the 
loveliest womanhood. 

“ I am your companion and your guide,” this being 
made me understantl, as she looked at me. Some fac¬ 
ulty of which I had never before been conscious had 
awakened in me, and 1 needed no interpreter to ex¬ 
plain the unspoken language of my celestial attend¬ 
ant. 

“ You arc not yet outside of space and time,” slic 
said, “and Iain going with you through some parts 
of the i)henomcnal or aj>parent universe, — what y<ju 
call the material world. We have jilenty of what you 
call time before us, and we will take our voyage lei¬ 
surely, looking at such objects of interest as may at¬ 
tract our attention as we pass. The first thing you 
will naturally wish to look at will bo the earth you 
have just left. This is about the right distance,” she 
said, and we paused in our flight. 

The great globe we had left was rolling beneath us. 
No eye of one in the flesh could see it as I saw or 
seemed to see it. No ear of any mortal being could 
hear the sounds that came from it as I heard or 
scorned to hear them. The broad oceans unrolled 
themselves before me. I could recognize the calm 
Pacific and the stormy Atlantic, — the ships that dot¬ 
ted them, the white lines where the w'aves broke on 
the shore, — frills on the robes of the continents, — so 
they looked to my woman’s perception ; the vast 
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South American forests ; the glittering icebergs about 
the poles ; the sno\vy mountain ranges, here and there 
a summit sending up fire and smoke ; mighty rivers, 
dividing provinces within sight of each other, and 
making neighbors of realms tliousands of miles apart; 
cities ; light-houses to insure tlie safety of sea-going 
vessels, and war-ships to knock them to pieces and 
sink them. All this, and infinitely more, showed it¬ 
self to zno during a single revolution of the sphere : 
twenty-four hours it would have been, if reckoned by 
earthly measurements of time. I have not spoken of 
the sounds I heard while the earth was revolving un¬ 
der us. Tho howl of storms, the roar and clash of 
waves, the crack and crash of the falling thunder¬ 
bolt, — these of course made themselves hoard as 
they do to mortal cars. But there were other sounds 
which enchained my attention more than these voices 
of nature. As the skilled leader of an orchestra 
hears every single sound from each member of the 
mob of stringed and wind instruments, and above all 
tho screech of the straining soprano, so my sharpened 
perceptions made what would have been for common 
mortals a confused murmur audible to me as com¬ 
pounded of innumerable easily distinguished sounds. 
Above them all arose one continued, unbroken, ago¬ 
nizing cry. It was tho voice of suffering womanhood, 
— a sound that goes up day and night, one long cho¬ 
rus of tortured victims. 

“ Let us get out of reach of this,” I said ; and wo 
loft our planet, with its blank, desolate moon staring 
at it, as if it had turned pale at the sights and sounds 
it had to witness. 

Presently the gilded dome of the State House, 
which marked our starting-point, came into view for 


OVER THE TEACUl’S. 


59 


tho second time, and I Iniew that this side-show was 
over. I hade farewell to the Common wdth its Cogs¬ 
well fountain, and the Garden with its last awe-inspir¬ 
ing monument. 

“ Oh, if I could sometimes revisit these beloved 
scenes 1 ” I exclaimed. 

“ There is nothing to hinder that I know of," said 
my companion. “ Memory and imagination as yoti 
know them in the flesh are two winged creatures with 
strings tied to their legs, and anchored to a bodily 
weight of a hundred and fifty pounds, more or less. 
When the string is cut you can he where you wish to 
he, — not meredy a part of you, leaving tho rest be¬ 
hind, hut the whole of you. Why should n’t you 
want to revisit 3’our old home sometimes ? ” 

I was astonished at the human way in which my 
guide conversed with me. It was alwaj's on tho basis 
of my earthly habits, experiences, and limitations. 
“ Your solar s^’stem,” she said, “ is a very small part 
of tho universe, hut you naturally feel a curiosity 
about tho bodies which constitute it and about their 
inliahitants. There is your moon : a hare and deso¬ 
late-looking place it is, and well it may he, for it lias 
no l*cspirablo atmosphere, and no occasion for one. 
Tlio Liimites do not breathe ; they live without waste 
and without supply. You look as if j’ou do not un¬ 
derstand tliis. Yet your people have, as you well 
know, what they call incandescent lights everywhere. 
You would have said there can bo no lamp without oil 
or gas, or other comhu.stihlo substance, to feed it; and 
yet you see a filament which sheds a light like that of 
noon all around it, and does not waste at all. So tho 
Lunites live by influx of divine energy, just as tho 
incandescent lamp glows, — glows, and is not con- 
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suincd ; receiving its life, if Nve may call it so, from 
the central power, w’hich wears the unpleasant name 
of ‘ dynamo.’ ” 

The Lunites appeared to me as pale phosphorescent 
figures of ill-defined outline, lost in their own halos, as 
it were. I could not help thinking of Shelley’s 

“ luaiden 

With white fire laden.” 

But as the Lunites were after all but provincials, as 
are the tenants of all the satellites, I did not care to 
contemplate them for any great length of time. 

I do not remember much about the two planets that 
came next to our own, except the beautiful rosy atmos- 
2 )licrc of one and the huge bulk of the other, l^res- 
cntly, we found ourselves wdthin hailing distance of 
another celestial body, which I recognized at once, by 
the rings which girdled it, as the planet Saturn. A 
dingjs dull-looking sphere it was in its appearance. 
“ Wo will tie up here for a while, ” said nw attendant. 
The oasj’, familiar way in which she spoke surprised 
and pleased me. 

Why, said I, — The Dictator, — what is there to 
})rovent beings of another order from being as cheer¬ 
ful, as social, as good companions, as the very liveliest 
of God’s creatures whom wc have known in the flesh? 
Is it impossible for an archangel to smile ? Is such a 
phenomenon as a laugh never hoard except in our little 
sinful corner of the universe? Do you suppose, that 
when the disciples heard from the lips of their Master 
the play of words on the name of Peter, there was no 
smile of appreciation on the bearded faces of those 
holy men? From any other lips we should have called 
this pleasantry a — 
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NninLcr tivc shook her licad very sliijlitly, and 
gave me a look that seemed to sav, “ l^on't frig^litcn 
the other Teacui^s. We don't call tilings by tlic 
names tliat belong to tliem when we deal with celestial 
subjects.*’ 

We tied up, as my attendant playfully called our 
resting, so near tlie planet that I could know — I will 
not say see and hear, but apprehend—all tliat was 
going on in that remote sphere ; remote, as we v lio 
live in what wc liave been used to consider the centre 
of the rational universe regard it. What struck mo 
at once was the deadness of everything I looked upon. 
Dead, uniform color of surface and surrounding at¬ 
mosphere. Dead complexion of all tire inhabitants. 
Dead-looking trees, dead-looking grass, no flowers to 
bo seen anywhere. 

“ What is the meaning of all this? ” I said to my 
guide. 

She smiled good-naturedly, and replied, “ It is a 
forlorn home for anything above a lichen or a toad¬ 
stool ; but that is no wonder, wlien you Icnow what 
the air is which they breathe. It is pure nitrogen.” 

The Professor spoke up. “That can't be, madam,” 
lie said. “ Ihc spectroscope shows the atmosphere of 
Satiini Ui be — no matter, I liave forgotten what; but 
it wa.s not pure nitrogen, at any rate.” 

Number Five is never disconcerted. “Will you tell 
me,” she said, “w'Jiero you have found any account of 
the bands and lines in the spectrum of dream-nitrogen ? 
I sliould be so pleased to become acquainted with 
them.” 

The Professor winced a little, and asked Delilah, 
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the handmaiden, to pass a plate of muffins to him. 
The dream had carried him away, and he thought 
for the moment that he was listening to a scientific 

paper. 

Of coiu’se, my companion went on to saj', the bodily 
constitution of the Saturuians is wholly different from 
that of air-breathing, that is oxygen-breathing, human 
beings. They are the dullest, slowest, most torpid of 
mortal creatures. 

All this is not to be wondered at when j'ou remem¬ 
ber the inert characteristics of nitrogen. There are 
in some localities natural springs which give out slen¬ 
der streams of oxygen. You will learn by and by 
whut use the Saturuians make of this dangerous gas, 
which, as you recollect, constitutes about one fifth of 
your own atmosphere. Satimn has large lead mines, 
but no other metal is found on this planet. The in¬ 
habitants have nothing else to make tools of, except 
stones and shells. Tlio mechanical arts have there¬ 
fore made no great iirogress among them. Chopping 
down a tree with a leaden axe is necessarily a slow 
process. 

So far as the Saturuians can bo said to have any 
pride in anything, it is in the absolute level which 
characterizes them political and social order. They 
profess to be the only true republicans in the solar 
system. The fundamental articles of their Constitu¬ 
tion are these : — 

All Saturuians are horn equal, live equal, and die 
equal. 

All Saturuians are born free, free, that is, to 
obey the rules laid down for the regulation of their 
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conduct, pursuits, and opinions, free to bo married to 
the person selected for them by the ph 3 'siological sec¬ 
tion of the government, and free to die at sucli proper 
period of life as may best suit the convenience and 
general welfare of the community. 

The one great industrial product of Saturn is the 
bread-root. The Saturiiians find this wholesome and 
palatable enough; and it is well tliey do, as they have 
no other vegetable. It is what I should call a most 
uninteresting kind of eatable, hut it serves as food and 
drink, having juice enough, so that they get along 
without water. They have a tough, dry grass, which, 
matted together, furnishes them with clothes suffi¬ 
ciently warm for their cold-blooded constitutions, and 
more than sufficiently ugly. 

A piece of giound largo enough to furnish bread- 
root for ten persons is allotted to each head of a bouso- 
hold, allowance being made for the possible increase 
of families. This, however, is not a very important 
consideration, as the Saturniaus are not a prolific race. 
The gieat object of life being the product of tlio 
largest possible quantity of bread-roots, and women 
not being so ca])able in the fields as the stronger sox, 
females are considered an undesirable addition to so¬ 
ciety. iiie one thing the Saturniaus dread and abhor 
is inequality. The whole object of their laws and 
customs is to maintain the sti'ictest equality in everj'- 
thing, — social relations, property, so far as they can 
be said to have anything which can be so called, mode 
of living, dress, and all other matters. It is their 
boast that nobody ever starved under their govern¬ 
ment. Nobody goes in rags, for the coarse-fibred 
grass from which they fabricate their clothes is very 
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durable. (I confess I wondei^d how a^woman could 
live in Saturn. They have no looking-glasses. There 
is no such article as a ribbon known among them. 
their clothes are of one pattern. I noticed that there 
were no pockets in any of their garments, and learned 
that a pocket would be considered /</c/e evi¬ 

dence of theft, as no honest person would have use for 
such a secret receptacle.) Before the revolution which 
established the great law of absolute and lifelong 
ccpinlit}-, the inhabitants used to feed at their own pri¬ 
vate tables. Since the rcgenei'ation of society all 
meals arc taken in common. The last relic of bar¬ 
barism was the use of plates, — one or even more to 
each individual. This “ odious relic of an effete civi¬ 
lization, ” as they c.allcd it, has long been superseded 
by oblong hollow recei>tacles, one of which is allotted 
to each twclv'c persons. A great riot took place when 
an attemiit was made by some fastidious and exclusive 
egotists to introduce partUiona which should partially 
<lividc one portion of these rccci)tacles into individu^ 
compartiuents. The Saturnians boast that they have 
no paupers, no thieves, none of those fictitious values 
called money, — all which things, they hear, are known 
in that small Saturn nearer the sun than the gi*cat 
l>lanet which is their dwelling-idacc. 

“ I suppose that now they have levelled everything 
they are quiet and contented. Have they any of those 
uneasy iicoplc called reformers?” 

Indeed they have,” said my attendant. “ There 
are the Orthohrachians, who declaim against tlie 
shameful abuse of the left arm and hand, and insist ' 
on restoring their perfect equality with the right. 
Iheii there are Isopodic societies, which insist on 
bringing back the original equality of thf upper and 
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lower limbs. If you can believe it, they actually prac¬ 
tise going on all fours, — general!}" in a private way, 
a few of them together, but hoping to bring the woi’hl 
round to them in the near future.” 

Here I had to stctp and la\igh. 

“I should think life might be a little dull in Sat¬ 
urn,” I said. 

“ It is liable to that accusation,” she answered. 
‘‘ Do you notice how many people you meet with their 
mouths stretched wide open ? ” 

“Yes, I said, “and I do not know what to make 
of It. I should think every fourth or fifth person had 
his mouth open in that way.” 

“ They are suffering from the endemic disease of 
their planet, prolonged and invetei-ate gaping or yawn¬ 
ing, whi(di has ended in dislocation of the Imver jaw. 

After a time this becomes fixed, and reejuires a diffi¬ 
cult surgical operation to restore it to its place.” 

It struck me that, in spite of their boast that they 
have no paupers, no thieves, no money, they were a 
melancholy-looking set of beings. 

“ What are their amusements? ” I asked. 

“ Intoxication and suicide arc their chief recreations. 
They have a way of mixing the oxygen which issues 
in small jets from certain natural springs with their 
atmospheric nitrogen in the proportion of about twenty 
per cent, which makes very nearly the same thing as 
the air of your planet. lint to the Satumians the 
imxture is highly intoxicating, and is therefore a re- 
iief to the monotony of their cvery-<lay life. This 
inixtuvc 18 greatly sought after, but hard to obtain, as 
the sources of oxygen are few and scanty. It shortens 
10 lives of those who have recourse to it; but if it 
takes too long, they Iiave other ways of escaping from 
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a life which ciits anil iliies e\'erytlhng for its miserable 
subjects, defeats all the natural instincts, confounds 
all individual characteristics, and makes existence such 
a colossal horc^ as your woi’ldly people say, that self- 
destruction becomes a luxui'y. 


Number Five stopj>ed here. 

Your imaginary wholesale Shakerdom is all very 
fine, said I. Your Utopia, your New Atlantis, and 
the rest arc pretty to look at. But your philosophers 
are treating the world of living souls as if they were, 
each of them, playing a game of solitaire, — all the 
pegs and all the holes alike. Life is a very different 
sort of game. It is a game of chess, and not of soli¬ 
taire, nor even of checkers. The men are not all pa^tns, 
but you have your knights, bishops, rooks, — yes, 
your king and queen, — to be pi'ovidcd for. Not with 
these names, of course, but all looking for their proper 
places, and having their own laws and modes of action. 
You can play solitaire with the members of your own 
family for pegs, if you like, and if none of them rebel. 
You can play checkers with a little community of 
meek, like-minded people. But when it comes to the 
handling of a great state, you will find that nature has 
emptied a box of chessmen before you, and you must 
play with them so as to give each its pi‘oper move, 
or sweep them off the board, and come back to the 
homely game such as I used to see played with beaus 
and kernels of corn on squares marked upon the back 
of the kitchen bellows. 

It was ciirious to see how differently Number Five’s 
iiaiTative was received by the different listeners in 
onr circle. Number Five hersolf said she supposed 


OVER THE TEACUPS. 


07 


•she ought to he ashamed of its absurdities, hut she <lid 
not know that It was much sillier than dreau.s often 
are and she thought it might amuse the comi)anv. 

She «as herself always interested by these ideal pic- 

e dull in any of them, and with that idea in lier licad 
her dreaming fancy had drawn these pictures 

llic I rofessor was interested in her conception of 

Dream-c ' ^''' Satnrnians. 

JJream-chemistry was a new subject to him. Perhai.s 

Tt fT- 'i™ S'vc him some lessons in it. 

nof^l , f'" could 

ot teach h.m anything, but if he would answer a few 

questions .1, in.atteiMif-fact chemistry which h.ad pua- 

zled her she would be vastly obliged to him. 
fessor.““ ^''°‘-»'ory,” said the Pro- 

“ I will come to-morrow,” said Number Five. 

Oh, yes! JIuch l.aboratory work they will dot 
heyV’^’ eot a romance out of all this, 

looks that ai-e going roir^xirTetcupl^'^’'^^' 

It a quite posBiblo occurrenop *i ^^onglit 

■r.ir f”, tf -z ^ 

ward to a reorganization of society 

B 2 
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which shall riil inanklutl o£ the terrible evils o£ over¬ 
crowding and competition. 

Number Seven w’as quite excited about the matter, 
lie had lumsclf drawm up a plan for a new social ar¬ 
rangement. He had shown it to the legal gentleman 
who has lately joined us. This gentleman thought it 
well-intended, but that it would take one constable to 
every three inhabitants to enforce its provisions. 

• I said the dream coxild do no harm ; it was too out¬ 
rageously improbable to come home to anybody's feel¬ 
ings. Dreams were like broken mosaics, — the sepa¬ 
rated stones might here and there make parts of pic¬ 
tures. If one found a caricature of lumsclf made out 
of the pieces which had aecidcntall}' come together, ho 
would smile at it, knowing that it was an accidental 
effect w'ith no malice in it. If any of you really be¬ 
lieve in a working Utopia, why not join the Shakers, 
and convert the world to this mode of life? Celibacy 
alone would cure a gieat many of the evils you com¬ 
plain of. 

I thought this suggestion seemed to act i*ather un¬ 
favorably \ipon the ladies of our circle. The two 
Annexes looked inquiringly at each other. Number 
Five looked smilingly at them. She evidently thought 
it w’as time to change the subject of conversation, for 
she turned to mo and said, “ You promised to read us 
the poem you read before your old classmates the 
other evening.’* 

I will fulfill my promise, I said. AVo felt that this 
might probably be our last meeting as a Class. The 
personal reference is to our greatly beloved and hon¬ 
ored classmate, James Freeman Clarke. 
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AFTER THE CURFEW. 

The Play is over. While tlie light 
Yet lingers in the darkening Lill, 
I coDie UJ say a la.st Guod-iiight 
Before the final Exeunt all. 


Wo gathered once, a joyoos thron'^ : 

fe^yb- «>und ; 

A\ith jest, and haugh, and sliont, and son- 
\> e nnide Uie floors and walls resound.” 

We come with feeble steps and slow, 

A little hand of four or five, 

Left from the wrecks of long ago. 

Still pleased to find ourselves alive. 

Alive : How living, too, are they 
« hose incmorics it i.s ours to share ’ 

.Spre.id the long table’s full array — 

There sits a ghost in every cliai’r ' 


One broaUiiiig form no more, alas' 

've see ; 

"ith him wo still remained “The Class,' 
W ithout his presence what are we ? 


Tlio luiud wo ever loved to clasp — 
That tireless hand which knew no n^t 
L<^.1 from affection', clinging, gca.p. 
Lies nerveless on the peaceful breast. 


The hemningoye. the cheering voice. 

rhat lent to life a generous glow, 
\>li^ every meaning said “Rejoice,’ 
ue see, wo hear, no more below. 


darkened by his loss, 
tail’s Hliadowed features look leas fair 
And heavier weighs the daily cross 
Ui» willing shoulders helped us hear 


mj monen ,h„, „„ ^ 

\Vl.om Bru-ping Tim, l„.,g |.^ 
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Life's sweet illusions to pnrsne. 

The common lot of ago have shared ? 

Ill every pulse of Friendship s heart 

There breeds unfelt a throb of pain,— 

One hour must rend its links apart. 

Though years on years have forged the chain. 


So ends “ Tlie Boys,” — a lifelong play. 

We too must hear the Prompter’s call 
To fairer scones and brighter day : 
Farewell! I let the curtain fall. 


IV. 


If the reader thinks that all these talldng Teacups 
came together by mere accident, as people meet at a 
boardmg.house, I may as well tell him at once that ho 
IS mistaken If he thinks I am going to explain how 

It IS tliat he finds them thus brought together _ 

wl.ctl.er they form a secret association, whether they 
are the editors of this or that periodical, whether they 
ore connected with some institution, and so on, — I 
must disappoint him. It is oiioiigh that lie fiiids’them 
111 each other s coniiiany, a very mixed asscmhly, of 
different sexes, ages, and piii-suits ; and if there is a 
certain niy.stcry snrronmls their meetings, he must not 
he surprised. Does he suppose we want to be known 
and talked about iii public as “Teacups”? No - so 
ar as we give to the community some records of the 

Irty' hut^H" T"' P-'I'lic prop, 

erty, hut the sacred personality of every Teaeui) must 

be properly resiiected. If any wonder at the piescnco 

to re'°i“^ r*" eccentricities might seem 

render him an undesirable associate of the company 

.0 should rememher that some people may liavo ^ L’ 
ves whom they feel hound to keep their^eye on hi 
sides the cracked Teacup brings out the rfii- of the 
sound ones as nothing else does. Kememher also tli-it 
the soundest teacup does not always hold the best tea 
nor the cracked teacup the worst. 

This is a hint to the reader, who is not expected to 



72 OVKU THE TEACUr8. 

be too curious about tbo individual Teacups constitvit- 
ing our unorganized association. 

The JJictntov Discourses. 

I have been reading Balzac's Peau de Ohagrin. 
You have all read the story, I hope, for it is the first 
of his -wonderful romances which fixed the eyes of the 
reading w’orld upon him, and is a most fascinating if 
somewhat fantastic talc. A young man becomes the 
possessor of a certain magic shin, the peculiarity of 
which is that, while it gratifies every wish formed by 
its possessor, it shriiihs in all its dimensions each time 
that a wish is gratified. The young man makes every 
effort to ascertain the cause of its shrinking ; invokes 
tlio aid of the physicist, the chemist, the student of 
natural history, but all in vain. He draws a red lino 
around it. That same day he indulges a longing for 
a certain object. The next morning there is a little 
interval between the red line and the skin, close to 
which it was traced. So always, so inevitably. As 
ho lives on, satisf3dng one desire, one passion, after 
another, the process of shrinking continues. A mor¬ 
tal disease sets in, which keeps pace with the shrink¬ 
ing- skin, and his life and his talisman come to an end 
together. 

One would say that such a piece of integument was 
hardly a desirable possession. And yet, how many of 
us have at this very moment a peaxi de chagrin of our 
own, diminishing wdth every costly wish indulged, imd 
incapable, like the magical one of the story, of being 
arrested in its progress ! 

Need I say that I refer to those coupon honds^ 
issued in the days of eight and ten per cent interest, 
and gradually narrowing as they drop their semi* 
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annual slips of paper, whicli represent wishes to he 
icalizetl, as the roses let fall their leaves in July, as 
tlie icicles melt away in the tluiw of January ? 

IIow beautiful was the coupon boml, arrayeil in its 
golden raiment of promises to jiay at certain stated 
intervals, for a goodly number of coming j-ears ! 
A\ hat annual the horticulturist can show will bear 
comparison witli this product of auricultural industry, 
^^hich has flowered in midsummer and midwinter for 
twenty successive seasons? And now the last of its 
blossoms IS to be plucked, and the bare stem, strii>ped 
of Its ever maturing and always welcome appendages, 
15 reduced to the narrowest conditions of reproductive 
existence. Such is the fate of the financial de 

chufjrin. l*ity the poor fractional capitalist, who has 
just managed to live on the eiglit per cent of his cou¬ 
pon bonds. 'Jhe sliears of Atropos were not more 
fatal to Immaii life than the long scissors whicli cut 
the last coupon to the lean jn-oprletor, whoso slice of 
diy toast it served to flatter with oleomargarine. Do 
you wonder that my thoughts took the poetical form, 
in tlie contemplation of these elianges and their inelan- 
eholy consequences? If the entire poem, of several 
hundred lines, was “declined with timnks’* by an un- 

feeling editor, that is no reason wliy you should not 
hear a verse or two of it. 


HIE PEAU DE CHAGPIN OF STATE STREET. 

IIow boautco(i.s is the bond 
In the manifold nrriiy 
Of its promises to pay, 

Wliile the eight j)er cent it gives 
And the nile at which one lives 
C«>rrc-s|>ond f 
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But at last the bough is bare 
Where the coupons one by one 
Through their ripening days have run, 
And the bond, a beggar now, 

Seeks investment anyhow, 

Anywhere ! 


The Mistress eommonly contents herseU with the 
general s«i>ervision of the oompany, only now and 
?hen taking an active part in the eonversation. She 
started a question the other evening which set some of 

"^!’\vhvl’it,” she said, “that there is so conamon 
and so intense a desire for poetical reputation? It 

seems to me that, if I were a man, I had rather have 
done something worth teUing of than make verses 

about what other people had done. 

“ You agree with Alexander the Great, 

Professor. “ You would prefer the fame of 
to that of Homer, who told the story of liis wrath and 
Us direful eonseqiienees. I am afi-aid that I should 
hardly agree with you. Achilles was little better than 
a Chocuw brave. I won't quote Horace s line which 
characterizes him so admirably, for I will take it for 
giauted that you all know it. He was a 
_ so is a Hrst-class Indian, — a very noble gentleman 
in point of courage, lofty hearing, courtesy, hut an 
unsoaped, ill-clad, turbulent, high-tempered young fel¬ 
low, looked up to by his crowd very much ns the 
champion of the heavy weights is looked up to by hw 
gang of blackguards. Alexander himself 
Lich better, - a foolish, fiery young 
often is he mentioned exce]>t as a warning ‘ 
record is that he served to point a moral as MaMd 
pia’s madman.’ He made a figure, it is true, in y- 
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dens great Ode, but what kind of a figure? He 
got drunk —in very bad company, too,—and then 
turned fire-bug. Jle had one redeeming point, — he 
did v^ue his Homer, and slept with tlie Iliad under 
ms pillow. A poet like Homer seems to me worth a 
dozen such fellows as Achilles and Alexander.” 

“ llomov is all very well for those that can read 
him, .said ^umber Seven,‘‘but the fellows that ta«- 
verses together nowaday.s are mostly fools. That’s 
my opinion. I wrote some verses once myself, but I 
had been sick and was very weak ; hadn't streno-th 
enough to write in prose, I suppose.” 

This aggressive remark caused a little stir at our 

tea-table. For you must know, if I have not told you 

already, there are .suspicions that we have more than 

one “poet” at our table. I have already confessed 

tliat 1 do myself indulge in verse now and then, and 

have given my readers a specimen of my work in that 

Imc. But there is so much difference of character in 

the verses which are produced at our table, without 

any signature, that I feel quite sure there are at least 

two or three other contributors besides myself. There 

13 a tall old-fashioned .silver urn, a sugar-bowl of the 

period of the Empire, in which the poems sent to be 

read are placed by unseen hands. When the proper 

moment arrives, I lift the cover of the urn and take 

out any manuscript it may contain. If convci-satioii 

Es going on and the company are in a talking mood, I 

replace the manuscript or manuscripts, clap on the 

cover, and wait until there is a moment’s quiet before 

taking It off again. I might guess the writers some- 

time.s by the Imndwriting, but there is more trouble 

token to disguise the chirography than I choo.se to 

toke to identify it as that of any particular member 
ot our company. 
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The turn the conversation took, especially the slash¬ 
ing* onslaught of Number Seven on the writers of 
verse, set me thinking and talking about the matter. 
Number Five turned on the stream of my discourse 
by a question. 

“ You receive a good many volumes of verse, do 
you not?*’she said, with a look which implied that 
she knew I did. 

I certainly do, I answered. My table aches with 
them. ^ly shelves groan with them. Think of what 
a fuss Pope made about his trials, when he complained 
that 

“ All lUullain or Parnassus is let out ” I 

What were tho numbers of the 

“ Jlob of gciitlciocn who wrote with caso ** 

to that great multitude of contributors to our maga¬ 
zines, and authors of little volumes — sometimes, 
alas! big ones — of verse, which pour out of tho 
press, not weekly, hut daily, and at such a rate of in- 
crease that it seems as if before long every hour 
would bring a book, or at least an article which is to 
grow into a book by and by ? 

I thanked Heaven, the other day, that I was not a 
critic. These attenuated volumes of poetry in fancy 
bindings open their covers at one like so many little 
unfledged birds, and one does so long to drop a worm 
in, — a worm in tlm shape of a kind word for the 
poor fledgling I Cut what a desperate business it is 
to deal with this army of candidates for immortality 1 
X have often had something to say about them, and I 
may be saying over the same things ; but if I do not 
remember what I have said, it is not very likely that 
my reader will; if he does, he will And, I am vci’y 
Blue, that I say it a little differently. 
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hat astonishes me is that this enormous mass of 
commonplace verse, whicli burtlens the postman wlio 
brings It, which it is a serious task only to get out of 
Its wrappers and open in two or three places, is on tlie 
whole of so good an average quality. TJie dead level 
of mediocrity is in these days a table-lami, a good 
deal above the old sea-level of laboring incapacity. 
.'Mxty years ago verses made a local reputation, which 
verses, if offered to-day to any of our first-class niao-- 
azmes, would go straight into the waste-basket. To 
write “ ])oetry ” was an art and mystery in which only 
a few noted men and a woman or two were e.xiierts 
When “Potter the ventriloquist," the predecessor 
of the well-renicmbercd Signor Blitz, went roiiiul giv- 
ing his cntertainiiients, there was something uiiex- 
Jdaiiied, uncanny, almost awful, and beyond dispute 
marvellous, m his performances. Those watches that 
disappeared and came back to their owners, those end- 
less supplies of treasures from empty hats, and es¬ 
pecially those crawling eggs that travelled all over the 
magicians person, sent many a child home thinking 
that Mr. Potter must have ghostly assistants, and 
raised grave doubts in the minds of “ professors,” that 
18 members of the church, whether they had not com¬ 
promised their characters by being seen at such an nn- 
lalloned exhibition. Nowadays, a clever boy who lias 
made a study of parlor magic can do many of those 
tucks almost as well as the great sorcerer himself. 
Jlow simple it all seems when wo have seen the 
mechanism of the deception ! 

It IS just so with writing in verse. It was not un¬ 
derstood that everybody can learn to make pocli^i, 
pist as they can learn the more difficult tricks of iuo-. 
ghiig. M. Jourduin’s discovery that lio had bee*a 
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sneaking and writing prose all Ins life is nothing to 
that of the man who finds out in middle life, or evoii 
later, that he might have been writing poetry all Ins 
days, if he had only known how perfectly easy and 
simple it is. Not everybody, it is true, has a suffi¬ 
ciently good ear, a sufficient knowledge of rhymes 
and capacity for handling them, to be what is called a 
poet. I doubt whether more than nine out of ten, in 
the average, have that combination of gifts required 
for the writing of readable verse. 

This last expression of opinion created a sensation 
among Tlio Teacups. They looked puzzled for a 
minute. One whispered to the next Teacup, “Move 
than nine out of ten! I should think that was a 
pretty liberal allowance.” 

Yes, I continued : perhaps ninety-nmc in a luiudred 
would come nearer to the mark. 1 have sometimes 
thought I might consider it worth while to set up a 
school for instruction in the art. roctr;/ taught in 
tu'ch-c /r.'c.sons-." Congenital idiocy is no disqualifica¬ 
tion. Anybody can write poetry.” It is a most 
unenviable distinction to have published a thin vol¬ 
ume of verso, which nobody wanted, nobody buys, no¬ 
body reads, nobody cares for except the author, who 
cries over its pathos, poor fellow^ and revels in its 
beauties, which he has all to himself. Come ! who 
wiU bo my pupils in a Course, — Poetry taught in 
twelve lessons ? 

Tliat made a laugh, in which most of The Teacups, 
myself included, joined heartily. Through it all I 
hcai-d the sweet tones of Number Five’s caressing 
voice ; not because it was more penetrating or louder 
than the others, for it was low and soft, but it was so 
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different from tlie others, there was so much more 

life, — the life of sweet womanhood, — dissolved 
in it. 

(Of course he will fall in love with her. ‘‘He? 

^\ho? ’ Why, the new-comor, the Counsellor. Did 

I not see his eyes turn toward her as the silvery notes 

rippled from her throat? Did they not follow her in 

her movements, as she turned her head this or that 
way ? 

hat nonsense for me to be arranging matters 
between two people strangers to each other before 
to-day !) 

“ A fellow writes in verse when he has nothing to 
say, and feels too dull and silly to say it in pi-ose,” 
said Niunber Seven. 

This made ns laugh again, good-naturedly-. I was 
pleased with a kind of trutli wliich it seemed to me to 
wrap up in its rather startling affirmation. I gave :i 
piece of advice the other day which I said I thought 
deserved a ]jaragraph to itself. It was from a letter 
I wrote not long ago (o an unknown young cona;- 
spondent, who had a longing for .seeing liiinself in 
verse, but was not hopelessly infatuated with the idea 
that he was horn a -poet.” “When you write in 
pro.se, I said, “you say what you When you 

write 111 verse^-ou say what you must:' I was think- 
ing more especially of rhymed verse. lihythm alone 
IS a tether, and not a very long one. But rliymes arc 
iron fetters; it is dragging a chain ami ball to march 
under their incumbrance ; it is a clog-dance you are 
figuring in, when you execute your metrical scnl. 
Consider under what a disadvantage your thinking 
powers are laboring wJioa you are handicapiicd hy the 
inexT^rable demands of our scanty English rhyming 
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vocabulary 1 You want to say somethin;^ about the 
heavenly bodies, and you have a beautiful line ending 
with the word stars. 'Were you writing in prose, 
your imagination, your fancy, your rhetoric, j'our mu¬ 
sical ear for the harmonies of language, would all 
have full play. But there is your rhyme fastening 
you by the leg, and you must cither reject the line 
which j)lcases j'ou, or you must whip your hobbling 
fancy and all j'our limping thoughts into the traces 
which arc hitched to one of three or four or half a 
dozen serviceable words. You cannot make any use 
of cars, I will suppose ; you have no occasion to talk 
about scars; “the red planet jl/c/r.s “ has been used 
already ; nibdin has said enough about the gallant 
tars ; what is there left for you but bars * So you 
give up your trains of thought, capitulate to necessity, 
and manage to lug in some kind of allusion, in place 
or out of place, wliich will allow you to make use of 
bars. Can there be imagined a more certain process 
for breaking up all continuity of thought, for taking 
out all the vigor, all the virility, which belongs to nat¬ 
ural prose as the vehicle of strong, graceful, sponta¬ 
neous thought, than this miserable subjugation of in¬ 
tellect to the clink of well or ill matched syllables ? 
I think you will smile if I tell you of an idea I have 
had about teaching the art of w’riting “ poems ” to the 
half-witted children at the Idiot Asylum. The trick 
of rhyming cannot be more usefully employee^, than in 
fiu'nishing a pleasant amusement to the poor feeble¬ 
minded children. I should feel that I w'as well em¬ 
ployed in getting up a Primer for the pupils of the 
Asylum, and other young persons wdio are incapable of 
serious thought and connected ex]>i*ession. I would 
start in the simplest way ; thus : — 
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When darkness veils the evening. 

I love to close my weary .... 

The pupil begins by supplying the missing words, 
which most children who are able to keep out of fire 
and water can accomj)lish after a certain number of 
trials. W hen tlie poet that is to be has got so as to 
j)erform this task easily, a skeleton verse, in wliich 
two or three words of each line are omitted, is given 
tlie child to fill up. By and by the more difiieult 
forms of metre are outlined, until at length a feeble¬ 
minded child can make out a sonnet, completely 
equipped with its four pairs of rhymes in the first sec¬ 
tion and its three pairs in tlie second part. 

Number Seven interrupted my discourse somewhat 
abruptly, as is las wont; for we grant him a license, 
in virtue of Iiis eccentricity, which we sliould hardly 
expect to be claimed by a perfectly sound Teacup. 

“That’s the way, — that’s the way!” e.velaimed 

he. “ It’s just the same thing as my plan for teach¬ 
ing drawing.” 

Some curiosity was shown among The Teacups to 
know what the queer creature liad got into Ins head, 
and Number Five Jisked him, in her irresistible tones, 
if he would n’t oblige us by Udling us all about it. 

He looked at her a moment without speaking. I 
suppose ho has often been made fun of, — slighted in 
oonvers&tiou, taken as a butt for people who thought 
themselves witty, made to feel as wo may stijqioso a 
cracked piece of china-ware feels when it is clinked in 
the company of sound bits of porcelain. I never saw 
him when he was carelessly dealt with in conversation, 

— for it would sometimes happen, oven at our table, 

— without recalling some lines of Emerson which 
always struck mo as of wonderful force and ahnost 
terrible truthfulness: — 
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“ ^Vlas ! that one is born in blight, 

Victim of perpetual slight : 

AVlion thou lookcst in his face 

Thy heart saith, ‘ Hrother, go thy wavs I 

None shall ask thee what thou doest, 

Or care a rush for what thou knowest, 

Or listen when thou i-eplicst, 

Or remember where thou Host, 

Or how thy supper is sodden ; ’ 

And another is born 
To make the sun forgotten.” 

Poor fellow ! Nmnher Seven has to bear a good deal 
in the way of neglect and ridicule, 1 do not doubt. 
II:q>l»ily, lie is jirotceled by an amount of belief in 
himself which shields him from many assailants who 
would torture a more .sensitive nature. But the sweet 
voice of Number Five and her sincere way of address- 
iii<r him seemed to touch his feelings. That was the 

O O 

meaning of his momentary silence, in which I saw 
that liis eyes glistened and a faint flush rose on his 
cheeUs. In a moment, however, as soon ns ho was on 
his hobl)}', he was all right, and explained his new and 
ingenious S 3 ’stcm as follows : — 

“ A man at a certain distance appears as a dark 
spot, — nothing more. Good. Anybodj', man, wo¬ 
man, or child, can make a dot, say a period, such as 
wo use in writing. Lesson No. 1. Make a dot; that 
is, draw your inau, a mile off, if that is far enough. 
Now make liim come a little nearer, a few rods, say. 
The dot is an oblong figure now. Good. Let your 
sebolar draw the oblong figure. > It is as easy as it 
is to make a note of admiration. Your man comes 
nearer, and now some hint of a bulbous enlargement 
at one end, and perhaps of lateral appendages and a 
bifurcation, begins to show itself. The puiiil sets 
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down with his pencil just what Jie sees, — no more. 
So by degrees the man who serves as model approaches. 
A bright pupil will learn to get the outline of a Im- 
man figure in ten lessons, the model coming five hun¬ 
dred feet nearer each time. A dull one may require 
fifty, the model beginning a mile off, or more, and 
coming a hundred feet nearer at each move.*’ 

The company were amused by all this, but could 

was a certain practical pos- 
sibdity about the scheme. Our two Annexes, as we 
call them, appeared to be interested in the project, or 
fancy, or whim, or whatever the older heads min-ht 
consider it. »1 guess I 11 try it,” said the Amerieaa 
Annex. “Quite so,” answered the Knglish Annex. 
AVliy the fir.st girl “guessed” about lier own inten¬ 
tions It is liard to .say. What “ Quite so ” referred to 
it would not be easy to determine. Ihit these two 
expre.s.sions would decide the nationality of our two 

young ladie.s if we met them on the top of the great 
l^yramid. 

I was very glad that Number Seven had interrupted 
me. In fact, it is a good thing once in a while to 
break in upon the monotony of a steady talker at a 
dinner-table, tea-table, or any other place of social 
eonverse. The best talker is liable to become the 
most formidable of bores. It is a poeuliaiity of the 

bore that he is tho last person to find himself out. 
Many a terebrant I have Icnown who, iu tliat capacity, 
to borrow a line from Colerido^c, 

as great, nor kucw how great ho was/^ 

A lino, by the way, which, as I have remarked, has in 

It a germ like that famous “Ho buUded better than 
ho knew” of Emersoir. 

There was a slight lull in the conversation. Tho 

V 2 
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Mistress, who keeps an eye on the course of tliinga, 
and feared that one of those silences was im¬ 

pending, in which everybody wants to say something 
and does not know just what to say, begged me to go 
on with my remarks about the “ manufacture ” of 
‘‘ poetry.” 

You use the right term, madam, I said. The man¬ 
ufacture of that article has become an extensive and 
therefore an important branch of industry. One must 
be an editor, which I am not, or a literary confidant 
of a wide circle of correspondents, wliich I am, to 
have any idea of the enormous output of verse which 
is characteristic of our time. There are many curious 
facts connected with this phenomenon. Educated 
people—5’C9, and many who are not educated — have 
discovered that rhymes are not the private property 
of a few noted writers who, having squatted on that 
part of the literary domain some twenty or forty or 
sixty years ago, have, as it wore, fenced it in with 
their touchy, barbed-wire reputations, and have come 
to regard it and cause it to be regarded as their pri¬ 
vate property. The discovery having been made that 
rhyme is not a paddock for this or that race-horse, but 
a common, where every colt, pony, and donkey can 
range at will, a vast irruption into that once-privileged 
inolosure has taken place. The study of the great 
invasion is interesting. 

Poetry is commonly thought to be the language of 
emotion. On the contrary, most of what is so called 
proves the absence of all passionate excitement. It is 
a cold-blooded, haggard, anxious, worrying hunt after 
rh3rme9 which can be made serviceable, after images 
which will be effective, after phrases which are sono¬ 
rous ; all this imder limitations which restrict the uat- 
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Ural movements of fancy and imagination. There is 
a secondary excitement in overcoming the difficulties 
of rliythm and rhyme, no doubt, but this is not the 
emotional heat excited by the subject of the “poet’s” 
treatment. True poetry, the best of it, is but the 
ashes of a burnt-out passion. The flame was in the 
eye and in the cheek, the coals may be still burning 
in the heart, but when we come to the words’it leaves 
behind it, a little warmth, a cinder or two just glim- 
mermg umlcr the dead gray ashes.— that is aU wo 
can look for. A\ hen it comes to the manufactured 
article, one is surprised to find how well the inetric.al 
artisans have leanied to imitate the real tiling. They 
e.ateh all the phrases of the true poet. They imitate 
Ins metrical forms as a mimic copies the gait of the 
person lie is representing. 

^ow I am not soing to abuse “ these same metre 
ballad-mongers,■' for the obvious reason that, as all 
Ibe leaeups know, I myself belong to the fraternity. 

<lon t think that this reason should hinder my hav- 
mg my say about the hallad-mongeriug business. For 
the last thirty years I have been in the habit of re- 

mvZf 7 “’iT «'■ 

ceh7 i7e ^ so-'etimes re- 

'als. I have been consulted by hundreds of writers 
ifavr:":.?!.!!:!'-^."''^'**. "' porformauces, and 


-j iuerary product ons, in verse 'ind 
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What is the meaning of this rusli into rhyming of 
snch a multitude of peoi)le, of all ages, from the in¬ 
fant phenomenon to the oldest inhabitant ? 

Many of my young correspondents have told me in 
so many words, “ I want to be famous.” Now it is 
true that of all the short cuts to fame, in time of peace, 
there is none shorter than the road paved with rhymes. 
I^yron woke up one morning and found liiinself fa¬ 
mous. Still more notably did Kouget do I’lslc fdl the 
air of France, nay, the whole atmosphere of freedom 
all the world over, with his name wafted on tlic wings 
of the Marseillaise, tlie work of a single night. But 
if by fame the aspirant means having his name brought 
before ami kept before the public, there is a much 
cheaper way of acquiring that kind of notoriety. Have 
your portrait taken as a “ Wonderful Cure of a Des¬ 
perate Disease given up by all the Doctors.” You 
will get a fair likeness of yourself and a partial bio¬ 
graphical notice, and have the satisfaction, if not of 
])romoting tlie welfare of the community, at least that 
of advancing the nnancial interests of the benefactor 
whose enterprise has given you your coveted notoriety. 
If a man wants to be famous, he had much better try 
the advertising doctor than the terrible editor, whoso 
waste-basket is a maw which is as insatiable as the 
temporary stomach of Jack the Giant-killer. 

“ You must not talk so,” said Number Five. “ I 
know you don't mean any wrong to the true poets, 
but you might be thought to hold them cheap, whereas 
you viUuo the gift in others, — in yourself too, I rather 
think. There are a great many women, — and some 
men, — who write in verse from a natural instinct 
which leads them to that form of expression. If you 

could peep into the portfolio of all the cultivated 

• 
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women among your acquaintances, you would be sur¬ 
prised, I believe, to see bow many of them trust their 
thoughts and feelings to verse which they never tliink 
of publishing, and mueh of which never meets any 
ejes but their own. Don t be cruel to the sensitive 
natures who find a music in the harmonies of rhythm 

and rhyme which soothes their own souls, if it reaches 
no farther.” 

I was glad that Number Five spoke up as she did. 
Her generous instinct came to the rescue of the poor 
poets just at the right moment. Not that I meant to 
deal roughly with them, but the “ poets ” I have been 
forced into relation with have impressed me with cer¬ 
tain convictions which are not flattering to the fra¬ 
ternity, and if my judgments are not accompanied by 
my own qualifications, distinctions, and exceptions, 
they may seem harsh to many readers. 

Let me draw a picture which many a young man 
and woman, and some no longer young, will recognize 
as the story of their own experiences. 


lie ia sitting alone with his own thoughts and 
memories. What is that book ho is holding? Some¬ 
thing precious, evidently, for it is bound in “ tree 
calf,’ and there is gilding enough about it for a birth¬ 
day present. The reader seems to be deeply absorbed 
in its contents, and at times greatly excited by what 
he reads; for his face is flushed, his eyes glitter, and 
— there rolls a large tear down his cheek. Listen to 
him ; he is reading aloud in impassioned tones :_ 


And have I coined my soul in words for naught 7 
And must I, with tho dim, forgotten tliroug 
Of silent ghosts that left no earthly trace 
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To show they once had breathed this vital air. 

Die out of mortal memories ? 

Ilis voice is choked by his emotion. “ How is it pos¬ 
sible,” he says to himself, “ that any one can read iny 
‘ Gaspings for Immortality ’ without being impressed 
by their freshness, their passion, their beauty, their 
originality?” Tears come to his relief freely, — so 
freely that he has to jmsh the precious volume out of 
the range of their blistering shower. Six years ago 
“ Gas]>ing8 for Immortality ” was published, adver¬ 
tised, praised by the professionals whose business it is 
to hoost their publishers' authors. A w’cek and more 
it was seen on the counters of the booksellers and at 
the stalls in the railroad stations. Then it disap¬ 
peared from public view. A few copies still kept 
their jjlace on the shelves of friends, — presentation 
copies, of course, as there is no evidence that any 
were disposed of by sale; and now, one might as well 
ask for the lost books of Livy as imjuirc at a book¬ 
store for “ Gaspings for Immortality.” 

The authors of these poems arc all round us, men 
and women, and no one with a fair amount of human 
sympathy in his disposition would treat them other¬ 
wise than tenderly. Perhaps they do not need tender 
treatment. IIow do you know that posterity may not 
resuscitate these seemingly dead ])ocms, and give their 
author the immortality for which he longed and la¬ 
bored ? It is not every poet who is at once appreeb 
ated. Some will tell you that the best poets never 
arc. Who can say that you, dear unappreciated 
brother or sister, are not one of those whom it is left 
for after times to discover among the wrecks of the 
past, and hold up to the admiration of the world ? 
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I have not thought it necessary to put in all the in- 
ti'rpcUations^ as the French call them, whicli broke 
the course of this somewhat extended series of re¬ 
marks; but the comments of some of The Teaeu])s 
helped me to shape certain additional observations, 
nnd may seem to the reader as of more significance 
than what I had been saying. 

Number Seven saw nothing but the folly and weak¬ 
ness of tlie “rhyming cranks,” as he called them. 
He thought the fellow that I had described as blub¬ 
bering over his still-born poems W'ould have been bet¬ 
ter o^upied in earning his living in some honest way 
or other. He knew one chap that published a volume 
of verses, and let his wife bring up the wood for the 
fire by which he was writing. A fellow says, “ I am 
a poet! ” and he thinks himself different from com¬ 
mon folks He ought to be excused from military 
service. He might be killed, and the world would 
ose the inestimable products of his genius. “ I be- 
.eve some of W think,” said Number Seven, “that 
they ought not to he calle,! upon to pay their taxes 
and their bills for household expenses, like the rest 

01 US* 

“’ey "ould only study and take to heart Ilor- 
aee s Ars Poetiea,’ ” said the Professor, “ it would bo 
a great benefit to them and to the world at lar-e I 
iTOiild not advise you to follow him too literally of 
course, for, as you wiU see, the changes that have 
taken pkice since his time would make some of his 

them'is “““ dangerous, but the spirit of 

P»t. 

trj to write poetry, my boy, when you are 
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not in the mood for doing it, — when it goes against 
the grain. You arc a fellow of sense, — you undci'^ 
stand all that. 

“ ‘ If you have written anything which you think 

well of, show it to !Mr.-, the well-known critic : 

to “ the governor,*’ as you call him, — your honored 
father : and to me. your friend.’ 

** To the critic is well enough, if you like to he over- 
ha\ilcd and put out of conceit with yourself, — it may 
do you good ; hut I would n‘t go to ‘ the governor ’ 
with my verses, if I were you. For cither he will 
thiid< what you have written is something womlcrfuk 

V O’ 

almost as good as ho could have written himself. — in 
fact, he always did hclieve in hcreilitary genius, — or 
he will pooh-pooli the whole rhyming nonsense, and 
tell you tliat you had a great deal hetter stick to your 
business, and leave all the word-jingling to !Motlier 
Goo.se and her followers. 

‘ Show jnc your verses,’ says Horace. Very good 
it was in liim, and mighty encouraging the first counsel 
he gives! ‘ Keep your poem to youi'.sclf for .some 

eight or ten j'cars; j’ou will liavc time to look it over, 
to correct it and make it fit to present to the public.' 

“ ‘ Much obliged for your advice,’ says the poor 
]ioct, thirsting for a draught of fame, and offered a 
handful of dust. And off he hurries to the printer, 
to be sure that Ids poem comes out in the next num¬ 
ber of the magazine he w’rites for.” 

“ Is not poetry the natural language of lovers?” 

It was the Tutor who asked this question, and I 
thought he looked in the direction of Number Five, as 
if she might answer his question. But Number Five 
.stirred her tea devotedly; there was a lump of .sugar, 
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I suppose, that acted like a piece of marble. So there 

was a silence while the lump was slowly dissolving, 

and It was anybody’s chance who saw fit to take in) 
the conversation. 

The voice that broke the .silence was not tlie sweet, 
winsome one we were listening for, but it instantly 
arrested the attention of the company. It was the 
grave, manly voice of one used to speaking, and ac¬ 
customed to be ILstencd to with deference. This was 
le first time that the company as a whole had heard 
It, for the speaker was the new-comer who has been 

■ IS “ “■ - ■ ■ 1 "'“ •• 

“I think 1 can tell you something about that,” said 
the Counsellor. “ I suppose you will wouder how a 
njan of my p^fessiou eau know or interest himself 
about a question so remote from his arid pmsiiits 
And yet there is liardly one man in a thoii.sind who 
o«s from actual experience a fraction of wlnt I 
have learned of the lovers' vocabulary in n y proL 
.dial experience. I have, I am sorry to sly h ,d to' 

cates*" id^ ofilivoree 

•i-i; 

passion has been represented AVI tt 1 

an?h"„Vir^/liw’r*!!.” "r”" t 

‘ Komeo and Juliet ’ and tlie"°s""*’ ’‘® "''“‘o 
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oxiclcarmciit are the only ones the lover wants to ciR* 
ploy, and he finds the vocabidary too limited for his 
vast desires. So his letters arc apt to ho rather 
tedious except to the jicrsonage to whom they are ad¬ 
dressed. As to ])oetry, it is very common to find it 
in love-letters, especially in those that have no love in 
them. Tiic letters of bigamists and ]>olygamists are 
rich in poetical extracts. Occasionally, an original 
spurt in rhyme adds variety to an otherwise monoto¬ 
nous performance. I don't think there is nuich pas¬ 
sion in men’s jxoetry addressed to women. I agree 
with The Dictator that poetry is little more than the 
ashes of passion ; still It may show that the flame lias 
had its sweep where yon find it, unless, indeed, it is 
shoveled in from another man's fireplace.” 

“ What do you say to the love poetry of women ? ” 
asked the Professor. “ Did ever jiassion heat words 
to incandescence as it did those of Sappho ? '* 

The Counsellor turned, — not to Jshunber Five, as 
he ought to have done, according to my prograninic, 
but to the Alistress. 

“ Madam, ” he said, “ your sex is adorable in many 
w’ays, but in the ahamlon of a genuine love-letter it is 
incomparable. I have seen a string of w'omen's love- 
letters, in which the creature enlaced herself about 
the object of her worship as that South American par¬ 
asite which clasps the tree to which it lias attached 
itself, begins witli a slender succulent network, feeds 
on the trunk, spreads its fingers out to hold firmly to 
one branch after another, thickens, hardens, stretches 
in every direction, following the boughs, and at length 
gets strong enough to hold in its murderous arms, 
high up in air, the stump and shaft of the once sturdy 
gi'owth that was its support and subsistence.” 
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The Counsellor tliil not say all this quite so formally 

as I have set it down here, but in a much easier way. 

In fact, it is impossible to smooth out a conversation 

from memory without stiffening it ; you can't have 

a dress shirt look quite right without starching the 
hosom. 

Some of us would have liked to hear more about 

those letters in the divorce cases, but the Counsellor 

h ul to leave tlie table, lie promised to show us some 

j. jtures ho Ims of the South American parasite. 1 

iiave seen them, and I can tissure you they are very 
curious. ^ 

The following verses were found in the urn, or 
sugar-bowl. 


C.VCOKTIIE.S SCRIBENDL 

If all the trcc-.s in all the woods were men, 

And each aj»d every blade of gr,i.>s a pen : 

If every leaf on every shrub and tree 
Turned to a sheet of fooLscip ; every sea 

JJere chauged to ink. and all cnrtl.'s living tribes 
Had nothing cdse to do but act as scribes, 

And for ton thousand ages, day and night, 

The race .l.auld arilo, and write, and write. 

Till all the pens and paper were used up, 

And the huge ink.stand was an empty cup, 

would the scribblers clustered /ound its brink 
Call for more pens, more paper, and more ink. 



V. 


“ Dolcc^ mn non troj^po c?o?cc,” said the Professor 
to the ^Mistress, -who was sweetening his tea. She 
always sweetens his and mine for us. lie has been 
attending a series of eoncerts, and borrowed the form 
of the directions to the orchestra. “ Sweet, but not 
too sweet," ho sail!, translating the Italian for the 
benefit of any of tlio company who might not be lin¬ 
guists or musical experts. 

“ Do you cro to those musical hullabaloos?” called 
out Number Seven. There was something very much 
like rudeness in this question and the tone in which it 
was asked. But we are used to the outbursts, and ex¬ 
travagances, and oddities of Number Seven, and do 
not take offence at liis rough speeches as we should if 
any otiior of the company uttered them. 

If you mean the concerts that have been going on 
this season, yes, 1 do,” said the Professor, in a bland, 
good-humoi'ed wa}-. 

“ And do you take real pleasui’o in the din of all 
those .screeching and banging and growling instru¬ 
ments ? ” 

“ Yes,” he answered, modestly, “ I enjoy the hrou‘ 
JiaJia^ if you choose to consider it such, of all this 
quarrelsome menagerie of noise-making machines, 
brought into order and harmony by the presiding 
genius, the leader, who has made a happy family of 
these snarling stringed instruments and whining wind 
instruments, so that although 
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Lingua centum sunt, oraqut cfnium, 

notwithstanding there are a hundred vibrating tongues 
and a hundred bellowing mouths, their one grand 
blended and harmoni 2 ed uproar sets all my fibres 
tingling with a not unpleasiug tremor.” 

“ Do you understand it ? Do you take any idea 

from it? Do you know what it all means?” said 
Number Seven. 

The Professor was long-suffering under this series 
of somewhat peremptory cpicstions. lie replied very 
placidly, “ I am afraid I have but a superficial out¬ 
side acquaintance with the seciets, the unfathomable 
mysteries, of music. I can no more conceive of the 
^\Ol•king conditions of the great composer, 


Untwisting nil the rhains tliat tie 
The liidtli-n soul of harmony,’ 

than a child of three years can follow the reasoning 

of Newton’s ‘Principia.’ I do not even pretend that 

1 can appreciate tlie work of a great master as a born 

and tiamed musician does. Still, I do love a great 

crash of harmonics, and the oftener I listen to these 

musical tempests the higher my soul seems to ride 

upon them, as the wild fowl I see through my window 

soar more freely and fearlessly the fiercer tho storm 
with which they battle.” 

Seven, “ but I 
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the words meant something, — we fancied that Burns 
and ^Nloore said some things very prettily. I suppose 
you’ve outgrown all that.’’ 

No one can handle Number Seven in one of his 
tantrums lialf so well as Number Five can do it. She 
can ])ick out what tlireads of sense may be wound off 
from the tangle of his ideas when they are crowded 
and confused, as tliey arc apt to be at times. She 
can soften the occasional expression of half*concealed 
lidieule witli which the poor old fellow's sallies are 
liable to be widconu'd — or unwelcomcd. She knows 
that the edge of a broken teacup may be sharper, 
very possibly, than that of a philosopher's jackknife. 
A niiinl a little off its balance, one which has a .sligh ‘ly 
squinting brain as its organ, will often prove fertile 
in suggestions. Vulgar, cj'nical, contemptuous listen¬ 
ers fly at all its weaknesses, and please themselves 
with making light of its often futile ingenuities, when 
a wiser audience would gladly accept a hint which 
perhaps could be developed in some profitable direc¬ 
tion. or so interpret an erratic thought that it should 
prove good sense in disguise. That is the way Num¬ 
ber Five was in the habit of dealing with the ex¬ 
plosions of Number Seven. Do you think she did not 
see the ridiculous element in a silly speech, or the 
absurdity of an outrageously extravagant assertion? 
Then j’ou never heard lier laugh when she could give 
way to her sense of the ludicrous without wounding 
the feelings of any other person. But her kind heart 
never would forget itself, and so Number Seven had a 
champion w’ho was always ready to see that his flashes 
of intelligence, fitfid as they were, and liable to be 
streaked with half-crazy fancies, always found one 
willing recipient of what light there was in tliem. 
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Number Five, I have found, is a tnio lover of music, 
and has a right to claim a real knowledge of its higher 
and deeper mysteries. But she accepted very cordially 
what our light-headed companion said about the songs 
he used to listen to. 


“There is no doubt,” she remarked, “ that the tears 
which used to be shed over ‘Oft in the stilly night,’or 
Auld Robin Gray,’ or ‘A place in thy memox-y,dear¬ 
est,’ were honest tears, coming from the true sources 
of emotion. There was no affectation about them ; 
those songs came home to the sensibilities of youn.^ 
peoj)le, of all who had any sensibilities to be acted 
upom And on the other hand, there is a great amount 
of affectation in the apparent enthusiasm of many per¬ 
sons m admiring and applauding music of which they 
have not tl.c least real appreciation. They do not 
know whether It .s good or bad, the work of a firstrate 

dements in it, or whether it is nothing more than ‘ a 
-..course of sweet sounds- with no°organio eonnee^ 
t ons. One must he educate.!, no doubt, to understand 

tliat t,?' concerts where you know 

wliether vmrdroTnoV''“Vk'“ ‘‘ 

twice a week for a few "lusic-bath once or 

it is to ( 1.0 ? / seasons, and you iviU fmd tl.at 

Ieo"pTo who g^to IkisT ' affoctation:ti 

because it is fashionable Sor^"'f 

sooner or later Pe‘>>ap9 find, 

is at last waU^^^l 

others came, and began by sta^"ng\: ^ro^am^nr 
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are listening with a newly found delight. Every one 
of us has a harp under bodice or w'aistcoat, and if it 
can only once get properly strung and tuned it will 
respond to all outside harmonies.” 

Tho Professor has some ideas about musie, which I 
believe ho has given to the world in one form or an¬ 
other ; but tho world is growing old and forgetful, and 
needs to bo reiuinded now and then of what one has 
formerly told it. 

“ I have had glimpses,” the Professor said, “of tho 
conditions into which music is capable of bringing a 
sensitive mature. Glimpses, I say, because I cannot 
j)rctend that I am capable of sounding all tho depths 
or reaching all the heights to which music may trans¬ 
port our mortal consciousness. Let me remind you 
of a curious fact with reference to the seat of the mu¬ 
sical sense. Far down below tho gieat masses of 
thinking marrow and its secondary agents, just as tho 
brain is about to merge in the spinal cord, the roots 
of tlio nerve of bearing spread their white filaments 
out into tho sentient matter, where they report what 
the c.xternal organs of hearing tell them. This sen¬ 
tient matter is in remote connection only with the 
mental organs, far more remote than the centres of 
tho sense of vision and that of smell. In a w’ord, tho 
musical faculty might be said to have a little brain of 
its own. It lias a special world and a private language 
all to itself. How can one explain its significance to 
those whose musical faculties are in a rudimentary 
state of development, or who have never had them 
trained? Can you describe in intelligible language 
tho smell of a rose as compared with that of a violet ? 
No, — music can be translated only by music. Just 
so far as it suggests w’orded thought, it falls short of 
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its highest office. Pure emotional movements of the 
spiritual nature, — that is what I ask of music. Music 
will be the univei-sal language, — the Volapuk of 
spiritual being.” 

“ Angels sit doNvn with their harps and play at each 
other, I suppose,” said Number Seven. » Must liavo 
an atiuospliere up there if they liavc harps, or tlioy 
\yould n’t get any music. ‘Wonder if angeU breathe 
like mortals? If they do, they must have lungs and 
air passages, of course. Think of an angel witli the 
influenza, and nothing but a cloud for a handker¬ 
chief! ” 

— This is a good instance of the way in which 
Number Seven's squinting brain works. You will 
now and then meet just such brains in hea<lfiyou know 
very well. Tlieir owners are much given to asking 
unanswerable questions. A physicist may settle it for 
us whether there is an atmosphere about a planet or 
not, but it takes a brain with an extra fissure in it to 
ask these unexpected questions, — questions which the 
natui-al philosopher cannot answer, and which tlie 
theologian never thinks of asking. 


The company at our table do not keep always in tho 
same places. The first thing I noticed, the other even¬ 
ing, was that tho Tutor was sitting between the two 
Annexes, and the Counsellor was next to Number 
Five. Something ought to come of this arrangement. 
One of those two young ladies must certainly captivate 
and perhaps capture the Tutor. They are just the 
age to be falling in love and to be fallen in love with. 
The Tutor is good looking, intellectual, suspected of 
writing poetry-, but a little shy, it appears to me. I 
am glad to see him between the two girls. If there 

Q 2 
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were only one, she might be shy too, ami then there 
would be less chance for a romance such as I am on 
the lookout for ; but these young persons lend courage 
to eacli other, and between them, if he does not wake 
u|) like Cymou at tlie sight of Iplilgenia, I shall bo 
disappointed. As for the Counsellor and Number 
Five, they will soon find each other out. Yes, it is all 
j)retty clear in iny mind, — except that there is always 
an ic in a ])roblem where sentiments are involved. No, 
not so clear about the Tutor. Predestined, I venture 
my guess, to one or the other, but to tchich ? I will 
suspend my opinion for the present. 

I have found out that the Counsellor is a childless 
widower. I am told that the Tutor is unmarried, and 
so far as known not engaged. There is no use in 
denying it, — a company without the possibility of a 
love-match between two of its circle is like a cham¬ 
pagne bottle with the cork out for some hours as com- 
pare»l to one with its jiop yet in reserve. However, if 
there should bo any love-making, it need not break up 
our conversations. Most of it w’ill bo carried on away 
from our tea-table. 

Some of us have been attending certain lectures on 
Egypt and its antiquities. I have never been on the 
Nile. If in any future state there shall be vacations 
in which we may have liberty to revisit our old home, 
eiiuijiped with a complete brand-new set of mortal 
senses as our travelling outfit, I think one of the first 
jjlaces I should go to, after my birthplace, the old gam¬ 
brel-roofed house, — the place where it stood, rather, 
— would be that mighty, awe-inspiring river. I do 
not suppose we shall ever know half of what wo owe 
to the w'ise and wonderful people who confront us with 
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the overpowering monuments of a past which flows 
out of the unfathomable darkness as the great river 
streams from sources even as yet but imperfectly ex- 
l)lored. 

I have thought a good deal about Kgypt, lately, with 
reference to our historical monuments. How did the 
gi’cat unknow'ii mastei's who fixed the two leading 
forms of their monumental records arrive at those 
admirable and eternal types, the j)yramitl and the obe¬ 
lisk? How did they get their model of the j)vrami<l? 

Here is an hour-glass, not inappropriately filled 
witl» sand from the great Egyptian desert. I turn it, 
and watch the sand as it accumulates in the lower half 
of the glass. How symmetrically, how beautifully, 
how inevitably, the little particles ))ile up the cone, 
which is ever building and unbuilding itself, always 
aiming at the stability which is found only at a certain 
fixed angle! The Egyptian children playing in the 
sand must have noticed tliis as they let the grains fail 
from their hands, and the sloping sides of the minia¬ 
ture ])yraini<l must have been among the familiar 
sights to the little boj’s and girls for whom tlic sand 
furnished their earliest jdaythings. Nature taught 
her children through the working of the laws of grav- 
iUition how to biiihl so that her forces should act in 
harmony with art, to j)rescrve the integrity of a struc¬ 
ture meant to reach a far-off posterity. The pyi*amid 
is only the cone in which Nature arranges her heaped 
and sliding fragments ; the cone with flattened sur¬ 
faces, as it is prefigured in certain well-known crystal¬ 
line forms. The obelisk is from another of Nature’s 
patterns ; it is only a gigantic acicular crystal. 

The Egyptians knew what a monument should be, 
Btinplc, noble, durable. It seems to me that wo 
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Americans might take a lesson from those earl}' archi¬ 
tects. Our cemeteries are crowded with monuments 
whiclx are very far from simple, anything but noble, 
and stand a small chance of being permanent. The 
pyramid is rarely seen, perhaps because it takes up so 
much room, and when built on a small scale seems 
insignificant as we think of it, dwarfed by the vast 
structures of antiquity. The obelisk is ver}' common, 
and when in just proportions and of respectable di¬ 
mensions is unobjectionable. 

But the gigantic obelisks like that on Bunker Hill, 
and especially the 1\ ashington monument at the na¬ 
tional capital, are open to critic.al animadversion. Let 
us contrast the last mentioned of these great piles 
with the obelisk as the Egyptian conceived and exe¬ 
cuted it. ihc new Pharaoh ordered a incniorial of 


some imjiortant personage or event. In the first 
place, a mighty stone was dislodged from its connec¬ 
tions, and lifted, unbroken, from the quarry. This 
was a feat from which our modern stone-workers 
shrink dismayed. The Egyptians appear to have 
handled these huge monoliths as our artisans handle 
hcartlistones and doorsteps, for the land actually bris¬ 
tled with such giant columns. They were shaped and 
linished as nicely as if they were breastpins for the 
Titans to wear, and on their polished surfaces wore 
engraved in imperishable characters the records they 
were erected to preserve. 

Europe and America borrow these noble produc¬ 
tions of African art and power, and find them hard 
enough to handle after they have succeeded in trans¬ 
porting them to Romo, or London, or New York. 
Their simplicity, grandeur, imperishability, speaking 
symbolism, shame all the pretentious and fragile 
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works of liumnn art around them. Tlie obelisk has 
no joints for the destructive agencies of nature to 
attack ; the j)yramid has no masses lianging in unsta¬ 
ble equilibrium, and threatening to fall by their own 
weight in the course of a thousand or two years. 

America says the Father of his Country must have 
a monument worthy of his exalted place in history. 
"What shall it be ? A temple such as Athens might 
have been proud to rear upon her Aei'opolis ? An 
obelisk such as Thebes might have pointed out with 
j)ride to the strangers who found admission tlirough 
her hundred gates ? After long meditation and the 
rejection of the hybrid monstrosities with which the 
nation was njcnaccd, an obelisk is at last deckled 
upon, flow can it be made grand and dignified 
enough to bo equal to the office assigned it? IVc 
dare not attempt to carve a single stone from the liv¬ 
ing rock, — all our modern apidiances fail to make 
the task as easy to us as it seems to have been to the 
early Egyptians. No artistic skill is required in giv¬ 
ing a four-square tapering figure to a stone column. 
If we cannot shape a solid obelisk of the jiroper di¬ 
mensions, we can build one of separate blocks. How 
can wc give it the distinction we demand for it? TIic 
nation which can brag that it lias “tlie biggest sliow 
on eartli ’ cannot boast a great deal in the way of 
architecture, but it can do one thing, — it can build 
an obelisk that shall be taller than any .structure now 
standing which the hand of man has raised. Buthl 
an obelisk! IIow different the idea of such a struc¬ 
ture from that of the unbroken, unjointed prismatic 
shaft, one perfect wliolc, as complete in itself, as fitly 
sluiped and consolidated to defy tlie elements, as the 
towering palm or the tapering pine I Well, wc had 
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the satisfaction for a time of claiming the tallest 
structure in the world ; and now that the new Tower 
of Babel which has sprung up in Paris has killed that 
pretention, I tiunk we shall feel and speak more 
modestly about our stone hyperbole, our materializa¬ 
tion of the American love of the superlative. "NVe 
have the higher civilization among us, and we must try 
to keep down the forthputtiug instincts of the lower. 
Wc do not want to see our national monument pla¬ 
carded as “ the greatest show on earth, " —perhaps it 
is well that it is taken down from that bad eminence. 

I do not tliink that this speech of mine was very well 
received. It ai>peared to jar somewhat on the nerves 
of the American Annex. There was a smile on the lips 
of the other Annex, — the English girl, — which she 
tried to keep quiet, but it was too plain that she en¬ 
joyed my diatribe. 

It must be remembered that I and the other Tea¬ 
cups, in common with the rest of our fellow-citizens, 
have had our sensibilities greatly worked upon, our 
l>atriotism chilled, our local pride outraged, by the 
monstrosities which have been allowed to deform our 
beautiful public grounds. AVe have to be very care¬ 
ful in conducting a visitor, say from his marble-fronted 
hotel to the City Hall. — Keep pretty straight along 
after entering the Garden, — you will not care to in¬ 
spect the little figure of the inilitaxy gentleman to your 
right. A-es, the Coehituate water is drinkable, but I 
thuik I would not turn aside to visit that small fabric 
which makes believe it is a temple, and is a weak-eyed 
fountain feebly weeping over its ow'u insignificance. 
About that other stone misfortune, cruelly reminding 
us of the “Boston Massacre,” we will not discourse; 
it is not imposing, and is rarely spoken of. 


OVER THE TEACLT-S. 


105 


Wliat a mortification to the inhabitants of a city 
with some hereditary and contemporary claims to cul¬ 
tivation ; which has noble edifices, gi-and libraries, 
educational institutions of the highest grade, an art- 
gallery filled with the finest models and rich in paint¬ 
ings and statuary, — a stately city tl»at stretches 
both arms across the Charles to clasp the hands of 
Harvard, her twin-sister, each lending lustre to the 
other like double stars, — what a pity that she should 
be so disfigured by crude attempts to adorn her ami 
coimneinorate her past that her most loving children 
blush for her artificial deformities amidst the wealth 
of her natural beauties ! One hardly knows which to 
gioau over most sadly, — the tearing down of old 
monuments, the shelling of the Partlienon, the over- 
throw of the pillared temples of Home, and in a hum¬ 
bler way the destruction of the old Hancock house, or 
the erection of monuments which are to be a perpetual 
eyesore to ourselves and our descendants. 

*\Ve got talking on the subject of realis?ny of which 
so much has been said of late. 

It seems to me, I said, that the great additions wliich 
have been made by realism to the territory of litera¬ 
ture consist largely in swamj)y, malarious, ill-smelling 
jiatches of soil which had previously been left to reji- 
tiles and vermin. It is perfectly easy to bo original 
by violating the laws of decency and the canons of 
good taste. The general consent of civilized people 
was supposed to liavo banished certain subjects from 
the conversation of well-bred ])cople and the pages of 
respectable literature. There is no subject, or hardly 
any, which may not be treated of at the proper time, 
in llie proj)cr place, by the fitting person, for the right 
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kind of listener or reader. But when the poet or the 
.story-teller invades the province of the man of science, 
he is on dangerous ground. I need say nothing of the 
hhinders he is jiretty sure to make. The imaginative 
^N'l'iter is after effects. The scientific man is after 
truth. Science is decent, modest; does not try to 
st.artle, hut to instruct. The same scenes and objects 
Avhich outrage every sense of delicacy in the storj’- 
tellcr's highly colored pai’agraphs can he read without 
giving offence in the chaste language of the physiolo¬ 
gist or the physician. 

Tlierc is a very celebrated novel, “ Madame Bovary," 
the work of !M. Flaubert, which is noted for having 
boon the subject of ])rosccution as an immoral work. 
That it has a serious lesson there is no doubt, if one 
will drink down to the bottom of the cup. But the 
honey of sensuous description is spread so deeply’ over 
the surface of the goblet that a large proportion of its 
readers never think of its holding anything else. All 
the phases of unhallowed passion are described in full 
detail. That is what the book is bought and read for, 
by the gicat majority of its purchasers, as all but sim¬ 
pletons very well know. That is what makes it sell 
and brought it into the courts of justice. This book 
is famous for its realism ; in fact, it is recognized as 
one of the earliest and most brilliant examples'of that 
modern style of novel which, beginning where Balzac 
left off, attempted to do for literature what the photo¬ 
graph has done for art. For those who take the 
trouble to drink out of the cup below the rim of honey, 
there is a scene where realism is carried to its ex¬ 
treme, — surpassed in horror by no writer, unless it 
be the one whose name must be looked for at the bot¬ 
tom of the alphabet, as if its natural place were as low 
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(loTN’ii ia the dregs of realism as it could find itself. 

This is the death-bed scene, where Madame Bov.ary 

expires in cou>’iilsions. The author must have visited 

the hospitals for the purpose of watching the terrible 

agonies he was to depict, tramping from one bed to 

another until he reached tlic one where the cries and 

contortions were the most frightful. Sucli a scene he 

has reproduced. No Iiospital physician would liavo 

pictured the struggle in such colors. In the same 

way, that other realist, M. Zola, has ])ainted a patient 

suffering from delirium tremens, the disease known to 

common speech as » the horrors.” In describing this 

case he does all that language can do to make it more 

horrible than the reality. He gives us, not realism, 

but super-realism, if such a term does not contradict 
Itself. 


In this matter of the literal reproduction of sights 
and scenes wliicli our natural instinct and our bcUer 
informed tasto and judgment teach us to avoid, art 
has been far in advance of literature. It is three him- 
dred years since Joseph Ribera, more commonly known 
as Spagnoletto, was born in the province Valencia, in 
Spam. A\ e lia.l the misfortune of seeing a jiainting 
of his m a collection belonging to one of the I'l cncli 
prinoes, and exhibited at the Art Museum. It was 
that of a man pcrforniing upon liimself the operation 
known to tlie Japanese as hara-ldri. Many persons 

rid“ot°i!r‘' “'’on this revolting picture wiU never get 

the painter if I ventured to describe it. Ribera was 

c; if i La^ance writhing on Ins gridiron 
Saint Sebastian full of arrows, were equally f sourco 
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of doligUt to liiin. Kvcn in subjects which had no 
s\ich i-loinents of horror he finds the materials for the 
d«dectation of his ferocious pencil ; he makes up for 
tlic defect bv rendering with a brutal realism deform- 
ity and ugliness.” 

The first great mistake made by the ultra-realists, 
like Flaubert and Zola, is, as I have said, their ignor¬ 
ing the line of distinction between imaginative art 
and science. We can find realism enough in books 
of anatomy, surgery, and medicine. In studying the 
human tignre, we want to see it clothed with its nat¬ 
ural integuments. It is well for the artist to study the 
(■vorchc in the dissecting-room, but we do not want the 
Apollo or the Venus to leave their skins behind them 
when they go into the gallery for exhibition. Lan- 
eisi’s figures show us how the great statues look when 
divested of their natural covering. It is instructive, 
but useful chiefly as a means to aid in the true artistic 
reproduction of nature. W^hen the hospitals arc in¬ 
vaded by the novelist, he should learn something from 
the physician as well as from the patients. Science 
delineates in monochrome. She never uses high tints 
and strontiau lights to astonish lookers-on. Such 
scenes as Flaubert and Zola describe would be repro¬ 
duced in their essential characters, but not dressed up 
in picturesque phrases. That is the fii*st stumbling- 
block in the way of the reader of such realistic stories 
as those to which I have referred. Thci’e are subjects 
which must be investigated by scientific men which 
most educated persons would be glad to know nothing 
about. When a realistic W’riter like Zola surprises 
his reader into a kind of Icnowledge he never thought 
of wishing for, lie sometimes harms him more than he 
has any idea of doing. He wants to produce a sensa- 
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tion, and he loaves a pornianeiit disgust not to ho got 
rid of. Who docs not remember odious images that 
can never be washed out from the consciousness whicdi 
tliey have stained? A man^s vocabulary is terribly 
retentive of evil words, and the images they present 
cling to his memory and will not loose their hold. 
One who has had the mischance to soil his mind by 
reading certain poems of Swift will never cleanse it to 
its original whiteness. Expressions and thoughts of a 
certain character stain the fibre of the thinking organ, 
and in some degi*ce affect the hue of every idea that 
passes through the discolored tissues. 

This is the gravest accusation to bring against real¬ 
ism, old or recent, whether in the brutal i)aintings of 
Spagnoletto or in the unclean revelations of Zola. 
Leave the description of the drains and cesspools to 
the hygienic specialist, the painful facts of disease to 
the physician, the details of the laundry to the washer¬ 
woman. If we are to have realism in its te<liou3 
descriptions of unimportant pai'ticulars, let it be of 
particulars wliich do not excite disgust. Such is the 
description of the vegetables in Zola’s “ Ventre do 
Paris, ” whei’e, if one wishes to see the apotheosis of 
turnips, beets, and cabbages, he can find them glori¬ 
fied as supremely as if they had been symbols of .so 
many deities; their forms, their colors, their expres¬ 
sion, worked upon until they seem as if they were 
made to be looked at and worshipped rather than to 
be boiled and eaten. 

I am pleased to find a French critic of M. Flaubert 
expressing ideas with which many of my own entirely 
coincide. “ The great mistake of the realists, ” ho 
says, “ is that they profess to tell the truth because 
they tell eveiything. This puerile hunting after dc- 
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tails, this cold and cynical inventory of all the wretched 
conditions in the midst of which poor humanity vege¬ 
tates, not only do not help \is to understand it better, 
but, on the contrary, the effect on the spectators is a 
kind of dazzled confusion mingled with fatigue and dis¬ 
gust. The material truthfulness to wliich the school of 
jVI. Flaubert more especially pretends misses its aim 
in going be^’ond it. Truth is lost in its own excess.*’ 

I return to my thoughts on the relations of imagi¬ 
native art in all its forms with science. The subject 
which in the hands of the scientific student is han¬ 
dled decorously, — reverently, we might almost say, 
— becomes repulsive, shameful, and debasing in the 
unscrupulous manipulations of the low-bred man of 
letters. 

I confess that I am a little jealous of certain tend¬ 
encies in our own American literature, which led one 
of the severest and most outspoken of our satirical 
fellow-countrymen, no longer living to be called to 
account for it, to say, in a moment of bitterness, that 
the mission of America was to vulgarize mankind. I 
myself have sometimes wondered at the pleasure some 
Old World critics have professed to find in the most 
lawless freaks of New World literature. I have ques¬ 
tioned whether their delight was not like that of the 
Spartans in the drunken antics of their Helots. But 
I suppose I belong to another age, and must not at¬ 
tempt to judge the present by my old-fashioned stand¬ 
ards. 

The company listened very civilly to these remarks, 
whether they agreed with them or not. I am not 
sure that I want all the young people to think just as 
I do in matters of critical judgment. New wine does 
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not go well into old bottles, but if an old cask has 
held good wine, it may improve a crude juice to stand 
awbilo upon the lees of that which once filled it. 

I thought the company had had about enough of 
this disquisition. They listened very decorously, and 
the Professor, who agrees very well with me, as I hai>- 
peii to know, in my views on this business of realism, 
thanked mo for giving them the benefit of my opin¬ 
ion. 

Tlie silence that followed was broken by Number 
Seven’s suddenly exclaiming, — 

“ I should like to boss creation for a week ! ’* 

This expres.sion was an outbreak suggested by some 
train of thought wliich Number Seven had been fob 
lowing while I was discoursing. I do not think one 
of the company looked as if he or she were shocked 
by it as an irreligious or even profane 8])ecch. It is 
a better way always, in dealing with one of those 
squinting brains, to let it follow out its own thought. 
It NN’ill keep to it for a while ; then it will quit the 
rail, so to speak, and run to any side-track which may 
present itself. 

“ What is the first thing you would do ? ” asked 
Number Five in a pleasant, easy way. 

“ The first thing? Pick out a few thousand of the 
best Kpecimens of the best races, and drown the rest 
like so many blind puppies.** 

“ Why,” said she, “ that was tried once, and does 
not seem to have worked very well.'' 

” Very likely. You mean Noah’s flood, I suppose. 
More people nowadays, and a better lot to pick from 
than Noah had.” 

“ Do tell us whom you would take with you,** said 
Number Five. 
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“ You, i£ you woulil go,'* he auswcreil, and I thought 
I saw a slight flush on his cheek. “But I didn't 
say tliat I sliould go al)oard the new ark myself. I 
am not sure that I should. No, I am pretty sine that 
I should n't. I don't believe, on the whole, it wo\dd 
])ay me to save myself. I ain't of much account. 
But I could pick out some that were.'’ 

And just now he was saying that he should like to 
boss the universe ! All this has nothing very wonder¬ 
ful about it. Every one of us is subject to alterna¬ 
tions of overvaluation and undervaluation of our¬ 
selves. Do you not remember soliloquies something 
like this? “Was there ever such a senseless, stupid 
creature as I am? How have I managed to keep so 
long out of the idiot asylum? Undertook to write a 
})oem, and stuck fast at the first verse. Had a call 
from a friend who had just been round the world. 
Did n't ask him one word about what he hail seen or 
heard, but gave him full details of my private history, 
I havincf ncviu* been off my own hearth-ruff for more 
than an hour or two at a time, while he was circum¬ 
navigating and eircunirailroading the globe. Yes, if 
anybody can claim ^the title, I am certainly the prize 
idiot.” I am afraid that we all say such things as this 
to ourselves at times. Do we not use more emphatic 
words than these in our self-depreciation ? I cannot 
say how it is with others, but my vocabulary of self- 
reproach and humiliation is so rich in energetic ex¬ 
pressions that I should be sorry to have an inter¬ 
viewer i^resent at an outburst of one of its raging 
geysers, its savage soliloquies. A man is a kind of 
inverted thermometer, the bulb uppermost, and the 
column of self-valuation is all the time going up and 
down. Number Seven is very much like other people 
in this resi^cct, — very much like you and me. 
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This train of reflections must not carry me away 
from Number Seven. 

“ If I can’t get a chance to boss this planet for a 
week or so,” he began again, “ I think I could write 
its history, — yes, the history of the world, in less 
compass than any one who has tried it so far.” 

“ You know Sir Walter Raleigh’s * History of the 
World,* of course?” said the Professor. 

“ More or loss, — more or less,” said Number Seven 
prudently. “But I don*t care who has written it 
before me. I wll agree to wTite the story of (wo 
worlds, this and the next, in such a compact w'ay that 
you can commit them both to memory in less time 
than you can learn the answer to the first (question in 
the Catechism.” 

AVhat he had got into his head we could not guess, 
but there was no little curiosity to discover the partic- 
idar bee which was buzzing in his bonnet. He evi¬ 
dently enjoyed our curiosity, and meant to keep us 
waiting awhile before revealing the gi-eat secret. 

“ How many words do you think I shall want ? ’* 

It is a formula, I suppose, I said* and I will giant 
you a hundred words. 

“ Twenty,” said the Professor. “ That was more 
than the wise men of Greece wanted for their gi-and 
utteca^ices.” 

The two Annexes whispered together, and the 
American Annex gave their joint result. One thou¬ 
sand was the number they had fixed on. They were 
used to. hearing lectures, and could hardly conceive 
that any subject could be treated without taking up a 
good part of an hour. 

“Less than ten,” said Number*^Five. “If there 

are to be more than ten, I don’t believe that Number 

u 
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Seven would think the surprise would bo up to our 
expectations." 

“ Guess as much as you like," said Xumber Seven. 

“ The answer will keep. I don t mean to say what it 
is until we arc ready to leave the table. lie took a 
blank card from his pocket-book, wrote something on 
it, or appeared, at any rate, to write, and handed it, 
face down, to the ^Mistress. What was on the card 
will be found near the end of this paper. I wonder 
if anybody will be curious enough to look further 
alonji' to find out what it was before she reads the next 
paragraph ? 

In the mean time there is a train of thought sug¬ 
gested by Number Seven and his whims. If you 
want to know how to account for j'ourself, study the 
chai’actcrs of your relations. j\.U of our brains scpiint 
more or less. Tlicre is not one in a hundred, cer¬ 
tainly’, that docs not sometimes see things distorted 
by double refraction, out of plumb or out of focus, or 
with colors which do not belong to it, or in some way 
betravinjr that the two halves of the brain arc not 
acting in harmony with each other. You wonder at 
the eccentricities of this or that connection of your 
o\m. Watch yourself, and you will find impulses 
which, but for the restraints yon put upon them, would 
make you do the same foolish things which you laugh 
at in that cousin of yours. I once lived in the same 
house with the near relative of a very distinguished 
pci'son, whose name is still honored and revered among 
ns. His brain was an active one, like that of his 
famous relative, but it was full of random ideas, un¬ 
connected trains of thought, w’hinis, crotchets, erratic 
suggestions. Knoiving him, I could interpret the 
mental characteristics of the whole family connection 
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in the light of its exaggerated peculiarities as exhib¬ 
ited in my odd fellow-boarder. Squinting Ijrains arc 
a great deal more common than we sliovUd at first 
siglit believe. Here is a great book, a solid octavo of 
five hundred pages, full of the vagaries of this class 
of organizations. I hope to refer to tliis work here¬ 
after, but just now I will only say that, after reading 
till one is tired the strange faneies of the squarers 
of the cirele, the inventors of perpetual motion, and 
the rest of the moonstruck dicamcrs, most persons 
will confess to themselves that they have liad notions 
as wild, conceptions as extravagant, theories tis base¬ 
less, as the least rational of those which are hero re¬ 
corded. 

Some day 1 want to talk about rny library, (it is 
such a curious collection of old and new books, such 
a mosaic of learning and fancies and follies, that 
a glance over it woidd interest the company.] Per¬ 
haps I may hereafter give you a talk about books, 
but while I am saying a few passing words upon the 
subject the greatest bibliographical event that ever 
happened in the book-market of the New "World is 
taking place under our eyes. Hero is Mr. Bernard 
Quaritch just come from his well-known habitat, No. 
15 Piccadilly, with such a collection of rare, beauti¬ 
ful, and somewhat expensive volumes as the West- 

ern Continent never saw before on the shelves of a 
bibliopole. 

We bookworms are all of us now and then betrayed 
into an extravagance. The keen tradesmen who tempt 
us are like the fishermen wlio dangle a minnow, a frog, 
or a worm before the perch or pickerel who may bo on 
the lookout for his breakfast. But Mr. Quaritch 

II 2 
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conies among us like that foriuiilable angler of whom 
it is said, — 

His hook he baited with a dragon’s tail, 

And sat upon a rock and bobbed for whale. 

Tlie two catalogues which herald his coining are them¬ 
selves interesting literary documents. One can go 
out with a few shillings in his pocket, and venture 
among the hooks of the first of these catalogues with¬ 
out being ashamed to show himself with no larger 
furnishing of the means for iudidging his tastes, — he 
w'ill find books enough at comparatively modest prices. 
Hut if one feels I'cnj rich, so rich that it refpiires a 
good deal to frighten him, let him take the other cata¬ 
logue and see how many hooks he proposes to add to 
his library at the prices affixed. Here is a Latin 
l*saltor with the Canticles, from the press of Fust and 
Schoeffer, the second hook issued from their press, the 
second book printed with a date, that date being 
1451). There are only eight copies of this work 
known to exist; you can have one of them, if so dis¬ 
closed, and if you have change enough in your pocket. 
Twenty-six thousand two huudred and fifty dollars 
will make you the happy owner of this precious vol¬ 
ume. If this is more than you w’ant to iiay, you can 
have the Gold Gospels of Henry VIII., on purple 
vellum, for about hfdf the money. There are pages 
on pages of titles of works any one of which w'ould 
he a snug little property if turned iuto money at its 
catalogue price. 

"Why will not our multimillionaires look over this 
catalogue of Mr. Quaritch, and detain some of its 
treasures on this side of the Atlantic for some of 
our public libraries ? We decant the choicest wines 
of Europe into our cellars ; we ought to be always 
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decanting tlie precious treasures of her libraries and 
galleries into our own, as we have opportunity and 
means. As to the means, there are so many ricli j^eo- 
ple who hardly know what to do with tlicir money 
that it is well to suggest to them any new useful end 
to which their superfluity may contribute. I am not 
in alliance w-ith Jlr. Quaritch; in fact, I am afraid of 
him, for if I stayed a single liour in his library, where 
I never was but once, and then for fifteen minutes 
only, I should leave it so much poorer than I entered 
it that I should be reminded of the picture in the title- 
page of Fuller’s “Historic of the Holy ’Wan-e:” 
“ e went out full. returned empt}'.” 

— After the teacups were all emptied, the card 
containing Number Seven’s abridged history of two 
worlds, this and the next, was handed round. 

This was all it held : — 

After all hatl looked at it, it w*a3 passed back to 
mo. “ Let Tlie Dictator interpret it,” they all said. 

This is what I announced as iny interpretation : — 

Tw’o worlds, the liigher and the lower, separated by 
the thinnest of partitions. The lower world is that 
of questions; the upper w'orld is that of answ'ors. 
Fndless doubt and unrest hero below; wondering, 
admiring, adoring certainty above. — Am I not 
right ? 

“You are right,” answered Number Seven sol¬ 
emnly. “ That is my revelation.” 

The following poem was found in the siigar-bowd. 
I read it to the company. 
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There was much whispering and there were many 
conjectures as to its authorship, hut every Teacup 
looked innocent, and we separated each with his or 
her private conviction. I had mine, hut I will not 
mention it. 


THE ROSE AND THE FERN. 

Lady, life’s sweetest lesson wonldst thoii loam, 

Conic thou with me to Love’s enchanted bower ; 

Hi';h overhead the trclliscd roses Imrn ; 

Henoath thy feet behold the feathery fern,— 

A leaf without a llowor. 

IVhat though the rose leaves fall ? They still are sweet, 
And have been lovely in their beauteous prime, 

IVhilo the bare frond seems ever to repeat, 

“For us no bud, no blossom, wakes to greet 
The joyous Howeriug time I ” 

Heed thou the lesson. Life 1ms leaves to tread 

And llowors to cherish ; summer round thee glows ; 
IVait not till autumn’s fading robes arc shed, 

Hut while its petals still arc burning red 
Clather lifc’.s full-blown rose I 



VI. 


Of course the reading of the poem at the cud of the 
last paper has left a deep impression. I strongly sus¬ 
pect that something very much like love-making is go¬ 
ing on at our table. A peep imder the lid of the 
sug.ar-bowl has sho\vu me that there is another poem 
ready for the company. That receptacle is looked 
upon with an almost tremulous excitement by more 
than one of The Teacups. The two Annexes turn to¬ 
wards the mystic urn as if the lots which were to de¬ 
termine their destiny were shut \ip in it. Number 
Five, quieter, and not betraying more curiosity than 
belongs to the sox at all ages, glances at the sugar- 
bowl now and then ; looking so like a clairvoyant 
that sometimes 1 cannot help thinking she imist be 
one. There is a sly look about that young Doctor’s 
eyes, which might imply that he know's something 
about what the silver vessel holds, or is going to hold. 
The Tutor naturally falls under suspicion, as he is 
known to have wi’itten and published poems. I sup¬ 
pose the Professor and myself have hardly been sus¬ 
pected of writing love-poems ; but there is no telling, 
— there is no telling. Why may not some one of the 
lady Teacups have played the part of a masculine 
lover ? George Sand, George Eliot, diaries Egbert 
Craddock, made pretty good men in print. The au¬ 
thoress of “Jane Eyre” was taken for a man by 
many persons. Can Number Five be masquerading 
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in verse ? Or is one o£ the two Annexes the make- 
believe lover? Or tlid these girls lay their heads to¬ 
gether, ami semi the poem we had at our last sitting 
to puzzle the company ? It is certain that the Mistress 
did not write the poem. It is evident that Number 
Seven, who is so severe in his talk about rhymesters, 
would not, if lie could, make such a fool of liimself as 
to setup fora “poet/’ AVhy should not the Coun¬ 
sellor fall in love and write verses? A good many 
lawyers have been “ poets.” 

Perliaps the i\ext poem, which may be looked for 
in its projier place, m.ay help us to form a judgment. 
Vi'c may have several verse-writers among us, and if 
so there will be a good opportunity for the exercise 
of judgment in distributing their productions among 
the legitimate claimants. In the mean time, we must 
not let the love-making and the song-writing interfei’O 
with the more serious matters which these papers are 
expected to contain. 

Number Seven's compendious and comprehensive 
symbolism proved suggestive, as his whimsical notions 
often do. It always pleases me to take some hint 
from anything he says when I can, and carry it out 
in a direction not unlike that of his own remark. I 
reminded the company of his enigmatical symbol. 

You can divide mankind in the same way, I said. 
Two words, each of two letters, will serve to distin¬ 
guish two classes of human beings who constitute the 
principal divisions of mankind. Can any of you tell 
what those two words are ? 

“ Give me five letters,” cried Number Seven, “ and 
I can solve your problem ! F-o-o-l-s, — those five let¬ 
ters will give you the fir.st and largest half. For the 
other fraction - 
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Oh, but, said I, I restrict you absolutely to tico let¬ 
ters. If you are going to take five, you may as well 
take twenty or a hundred. 

After a few attempts, the company gave it up. The 
nearest approach to the correct answer was Number 
Five’s guess of 0/i and Ah : Oh signifying eternal 
striving after an ideal, which belongs to one kind of 
nature; and A?i the satisfaction of the other kind of 
nature, which rests at ease in what it has atfiiincd. 

Good ! I said to Number Five, but not tlie answer 
I am after. The great division between human beings 
is into the and the Ases. 

“ Is the last word to be spelt with one or two s’s? ” 
asked the young Doctor. 

The company laughed feebly at this question. I 
answered it soberly. With one s. Tliere are more 
foolish people among the 7/s than there arc among the 
Ases. 

Tlie company looked puzzled, and asked for an ex¬ 
planation. 

This is the meaning of those two words ns 1 inter¬ 
pret them: ^ 

^’it were, — if it miglit be, — if it could be, — if 
it had been. One portion of m.ankind go through life 
always rcgi'ctting, always whining, always imagining. 
Those are the peo])le whose backbones remain cartilag¬ 
inous all their lives long, as do tliosc of certain other 
vertebrate animals, the sturgeons, for instance. A 
good many poets must be classed with tliis gi'oui> of 
vertebrates. 

As it is, — this is the way in which the other class 
of people look at the conditions in which they find 
themselves. They may be optimists or pessimists, — 
they arc very largely optimists, — but, taking things 
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just as they find them, they adjust the facts to their 
wishes if they can : and if they cannot, then they ad¬ 
just themselves to the facts. I venture to say that if 
one should count the //)< and the ylscA* in the conver¬ 
sation of his acquaintances, he would find the more 
aide and important persons among them — statesmen, 
generals, men of business — among the ..dse.s and the 
majority of the conspicuous failures among the //V. 
I ilon’t know but this would bo as good a test as that 
of Gideon, — laj>ping the water or taking it up in the 
Iiand. 1 liave a poetical friend whose conversation is 
starred as thick with a boiled ham is with cloves, 

lint another friend of mine, a business man, wliom I 
trust iti making my investments, would not let me 
meddle with a certain stock which I fancied, because, 
as he .said, “ there are too many ijs in it. As it looks 
now, I would n't touch it.” 


I noticed, the other evening', that some private con¬ 
versation was going on between the Counsellor and 
tlie two Annexes. There was a mischievous look about 
the little group, and I thought they wore hatching 
some plot among them. I did not hear what the Eng¬ 
lish Ajinex said, but the American girl’s voice was 
sliarper, and I overheard what sounded to me like, 
“ It is time to stir up that young Doctor.” The Coun¬ 
sellor looked very knowing, and said that he would 
find a chance before long. I was rather amused to 
see how readily he entered into the project of the 
young people. The fact is, the Counsellor is young 
for his time of life ; for ho already betrays some signs 
of the change referred to in that once familiar street 
song, which my friend, the gi*eat American surgeon, 
inquired for at the music-shops under the title, as he 
got it from the Italian minstrel, 
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“Silva trcdi luondi goo.” 

I saw, soon after tins, that the Counsellor was watch¬ 
ing his chance to “ stir up the young Doctor.” 

It does not follow, because our young Doctor's bald 
spot is slower in coming than he coidd have wished, 
that he has not had time to form many sound conclu¬ 
sions in the calling to which he has devoted himself. 
Vesalius, the father of modern descriptive anatomy, 
published his great work on that subject before he w as 
thirty. Bichat, the great anatomist and physiologist, 
who died near the beginning of this century, published 
his treatise, which made a revolution in anatomy and 
pathology, at about the same age ; dying soon after ho 
had reached the age of thirty. So, possibly the Coun¬ 
sellor may find that he has “ stirred up ” a young man 
who can take care of his own licad, in case of aggres¬ 
sive movements in its direction. 

“Well, Doctor,” the Counsellor began, “how arc 
8tock.s in the measles market about these times? Any 
corner in bronchitis ? Any syndicate in the vaccina¬ 
tion business ? ” All this playfully. 

“ I can’t say how it is with other people’s patients; 
most of my families are doing very well w'ithout my 
help, at this time.” 

“ Do tell mo. Doctor, how many families you own. 
I have heard it said that some of our fellow-citizens 
have t^vo distinct families, but you sj^eak as if you bud 
a dozen.” 

I have, but not so large a number as I should like. 
I could take care of fifteen or taventy more without 
having to work too hard.” 

“ Why, Doctor, you are as bad as a Mormon. What 
do you mean by calling certain families yowrs?” 

“Doji'tyou speak about my client? Don’t your 
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clionts call you then' lawyer? Doesn't your baker, 
doesn't your butcher, siicak of the families he sui)plics 
as his families ? ” 

“ To be sure, yes, of course they <lo ; but T had a 
notion that a man had as many doctors as he had 
org;wis to be doctored." 

•• Well, there is some truth in that: but did you 
think the old-fashionod family doctor was extinct,— 
a fossil like the megatherium ? ” 

“ ^\ liy, yes, after the recent experience of a friend 
of mine, I did begin to think that there would soon 
be no sucli personage left as that same old-fashionod 
family doctor. Shall 1 tell you wliat that cxi^oriencc 
was ? ” 

The young Doctor said he should bo mightily pleased 
to hear it. lie was going to be one of those old-fogy 
practitioners himself. 

“I don't know,” the Counsellor said, “whether my 
friend got all the professional terms of his story cor- 
c t \, not hethei I have got them from him without 
making any mistakes ; but if I do make blunders in 
some of the queer names, you can correct me. This 
is my friend's story : — 

“‘My family doctor,’ ho said, ‘was a very sensible 
man, educated at a school where they professed to 
teach all the specialties, but not confining himself to 
any one brancli of medical practice. Surgical prac¬ 
tice he did not profess to meddle with, and there were 
some classes of patients whom he was willing to leave 
to the female pliysician. But throughout the range 
of diseases not requiring exceptionally skilled manual 
interference, his education had authorized him to con¬ 
sider liimself, and he did consider himself, qualified to 
undertake the treatment of all ordinary cases. It so 
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happened that my j'oung wife was one of those uneasy 
persons who are never Ion" contented with their liabit- 
ual comforts and blessings, but always trying to find 
fiomething a little better, something newer, at any rate. 
I was getting to be near fifty years old, and it hajv 
))cned to me, as it not rarel}' does to people at about 
that time of life, that my hair began to fall out. I 
s])oke of it to my doctor, who smiled, said it was a part 
of the process of reversed evolution, but might be re¬ 
tarded a little, and gave me a prescription. I did not 
find any great effect from it, and my wife would have 
nie go to a noted dermatologist. The distinguished 
specialist examined my denuded scalp with great care. 
He looked at it through a strong magnifier. He ex¬ 
amined the bulb of a fallen liair in a powerful micro¬ 
scope. He deliberated for a wliile, and then said, 
« This is a case of alopecia. It may perhaps be j)ar- 
tially remedied. I will give you a prescription.” 
Which he did, and told me to call again in a fort¬ 
night. At the end of three months I had called six 
times, and each time got a new recipe, and detected 
no difference in the course of iny “alopecia.” After 
I had got through my treatment, I showed my recipes 
to my family physician ; and we found tliat three of 
them were the same he had used, familiar, old-fash¬ 
ioned remedies, and the others were taken from a list 
of new and little-tried prescriptions mentioned in one 
of the last medical journals, which was lying on the old 
doctor’s table. I might as well have got no better un¬ 
der his charge, and should have got off much chca])cr. 

“ ‘ The next trouble I had was a little i*edness of the 
eyes, for which my doctor gave me a wash; but iny 
wife would have it that I must see an oculist. So I 
made four visits to an oculist, and at the last visit the 
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redness was nearly gone, — as it ought to have been 
by that time. The specialist called my complaint conr 
jtmctivitiSy but that did not make it feel any better 
nor get well any quicker. If I had had a cataract or 
any grave disease of the eye, requiring a nice opera¬ 
tion on that delicate organ, of course I should have 
properly sought the aid of an expert, whose eye, hand, 
and judgiucnt were trained to that special business ; 
but in this case I don't doubt that my family doctor 
would have done just as well as the cxpci't. How¬ 
ever, I had to obey orders, and my wife would have it 
that I should entrust my precious person only to the 
most skilful specialist in each department of medical 
practice. 

“ ‘ In the course of the j'car I experienced a variety 
of slight indispositions. For these I was auriscoped 
by an aurist, laryngoscojied by a laryngologist, aus- 
cultcd by a stethoscopist, and so on, until a complete 
inventory of my organs was made out, and I found 
that if I believed all these searching inquirers pro¬ 
fessed to have detected in my unfortunate person, I 
could repeat with too literal truth the words of the 
General Confession, “ And there is no health in us.” 
I never heard so many hard names in all my life. I 
proved to bo the subject of a long catalogue of dis¬ 
eases, and what maladies I was not manifestly guilty 
of I was at least suspected of harboring. I was 
handed along all the way from alopecia^ w'hich used 
to be called baldness, to zoatcr, w'hich used to bo 
knowTi as shingles. I was the patient of more than a 
dozen specialists. Very pleasant persons, many of 
them, but what a fuss they made about m}*^ trifling 
incommodities 1 Please look at that photograph. See 
if there is a minute elevation under one eye.* 
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“‘On whic'Ii slJe?’ I askecl him, for I could not 
be sure there was anything different on one side from 
what I saw on the other. 

“‘Under the left eye. I called it a pimple ; the 
specialist called it acne. Now look at this photo¬ 
graph. It was taken after my acne had been three 
months under treatment. It shows a little more dis¬ 
tinctly- than in the first photograj>h, does n't it ? ’ 

“ ‘ I tliiuk it docs/ I answered. ‘ It does n't seem 
to me that you gained a great deal by leaving your 
customary- adviser for the specialist.’ 

“‘AVcll/ my friend continued, ‘following my 
wife’s urgent counsel, I kept on, as I told you, for a 
whole year with my specialists, going from head to 
foot, and tapering off with a chiropodist. I got a 
deal of amusement out of their contrivances and ex¬ 
periments. Some of them lighted up my internal sur¬ 
faces with electrical or other illuminating ap]>aratus. 
Thermometers, dynaniomctei*s, exjdoring-tubcs, little 
mirrors that went half-way down to my stomach, tun¬ 
ing-forks, ophthalmoscopes, percussion-hammers, sin¬ 
gle and double stethoscopes, speculums, sphygmome¬ 
ters,— such a battery of detective instruments I had 
never imagined. All useful, I don’t doubt; but at 
the end of the year I began to question whether I 
should n’t have done about as well to stick to my long- 
tried practitioner. When the bills for “ professional 
services ” came in, and the new carpet had to bo given 
up, and the old bonnet trimmed over again, and the 
sealskin sack remained a vision, we both agreed, my 
wife and I, that we would try to get along without 
consulting specialists, except in such cases as our fam- 
ily physician considered to be beyond his shill.’ ” 
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The Counsellor's story of lus fricntrs experiences 
seemed to please the youiig Doctor very much. It 

stirred him up,” but in an agreeable way ; for, as 
he said, he meant to devote himself to family practice, 
and not to adoj)t any limited class of cases as a spe- 
cialt 3 ^ I liked his views so well that I should have 
been ready to adopt them as my own, if they had been 
challenged. 

71ic young Doctoy discourses. 

I am very glad,” he said, “ that we have a numr 
her of practitioners among us who confine themselves 
to the care of single organs and their functions. I 
want to bo able to consult an oculist who has done 
nothing but attend to eyes long enough to know all 
that is laiown about their diseases and their treat¬ 
ment, — skilful enough to bo trusted with the manip¬ 
ulation of that delicate and most precious organ. I 
want an auiist who knows all about the ear and what 
can be dtme for its disorders. The maladies of the 
larynx are very ticklish things to handle, and nobody 
should be trusted to go behind the epiglottis who has 
not the tactus eruditus. And so of certain other 2 )ar- 
ticidar classes of comjjlaints. A gi*eat city must have 
a limited number of experts, each a final authority, to 
be appealed to in cases where the family physician 
finds himself in doubt. There are operations which 
no surgeon should be willing to undertake unless he 
has j)aid a particular, if not an exclusive, attention to 
the cases demanding such operations. All this I will- 
ingly gi-ant. 

“ But it must not be supposed that wo can return 
to the methods of the old Egyptians — w'ho, if my 
memory serves me correctly, had a special physician 


OVER THE TEACUPS. 129 

for every part of the body — without falling into cer¬ 
tain errors and incurring ceitain liabilities. 

“Ihe S 2 )ecialist is much like other people engaged 
in lucrative business. He is apt to magnify his call¬ 
ing, to make much of any s^’iuptom which will bring 
a patient within range of his battery of remedies. 1 
found a case in one of our medical journals, a couple 
of years ago, which illustrates what 1 mean. Dr. 

-, of Philadelphia, had a female patient with a 

crooked nose, — deviated sejftnm^ if our young schol- 
ai^ like that better. She was .suffering from what tho 
doctor called reflex headache. She had been to an 
oculist, who found that tho trouble was in her eyes. 
She went from him to a gynecologist, who considered 
her lieadache as owing to causes for which his spe- 
cialty h.ad the X'cmedies. How many more spccialist.s 
would have api>ropriated her, if slic had gone the 
rounds of them all, I dare not guess ; but you remem¬ 
ber the old story of the siege, in wliich each artisan 
proposed means of defence which he himself was 
ready to furnish. Then a shoemaker said, ‘ Hang 
your walls with new' boots.’ 

“ Human nature is the same with medical specialists 
as it was with ancient cordwainers, and it is too po.ssi- 
blc that a hnngiy practitioner may be warped by his 
interest in fastening on a iiationt who, as lie pci-suades 
liimself, comes under Ins medical jurisdiction. The 
specialist has hut one fang with which to seize and 
hold hi.s prey, but that fang is a fearfully long and 
Bhari> canine. Being confined to a narrow field of 
observation and practice, he is apt to give imich of 
Ills time to curious study, which may be mafjn{fiquc^ 
hut is not exactly la guerre against the patient’s 
malady. He divides and subdivides, and gets many 

1 
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varieties of diseases, in most resi)ccts similar. These 
ho eqjiip.s witli new names, ami thus we have those ter¬ 
rific nomenclatures whieli arc cnougli to frighten the 
medical student, to say nothing of the sufferer.s stag¬ 
gering under this long catalogue of local infirmities. 
The ‘old-fogy ' doctor, who knows the family tenden¬ 
cies of liis patient, who ‘ luulOTstands Ids constitution,’ 
will often treat 1dm better llian the famous .specialist, 
who secs 1dm for the fust time, and has to guess at 
iii.in\ things ‘the old doctor knows from Ids previous 
cx]i.‘rience witli the same patient and the family to 
widt h ho bclo I) 

o 

It is a great luxury to practise ns a specialist in 
almost any class of diseases. The special practitioner 
lias Ids own hours, liardly needs a night-bell, can Imvo 
his residence out of the town in which he exercises Ids 
calling', in short, lives like a gentleman ; while the 
hard-worked general practitioner suhmits to a sevvi- 
tndo more exacting than that of the man wlio is em¬ 
ployed in his stable or in his kitchen. That is the 
kind of life I have made up my mind to.” 

The teaspoons tinkled all round the table. This 
was the usual sign of approliatlon, instead of the clap¬ 
ping of hands. 

T he young Doctor iianscd, and looked round among 
The Teacups. “I beg your pardon,” he said,‘‘for 
taking lip so much of your time with medicine. It is 

asul.ject tliat a good many persons, ospocially ladies, 

take an iiitercst in and have a curiosity about, but I 

liavo no right to turn this tea-table into a lecture plat¬ 
form.” 

‘‘ AVo should like to hear yon talk longer about it,” 
said the English Annex. “ One of ns has thought of 
devotmg herself to the practice of medicine. AVould 
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you lecture to us, if you were a professor in one of 
the gieat medical schools ? 

“Lecture to students of your sex? "Why not I 
should like to know ? I don’t think it is the calliU 
for which the average woman is especially adapted'* 
but my teacher got a part of his medical education 
from a lady, Madame Lachapelle; and I don’t see 
why, jf one can learn from a woman, he may not 
teach a w’oman, if he knows enough.” 

“ Me all like a little medical talk nowand then,” 
said Isumbcr Five, “and we are much obH<rcd to you 
for your discourse. You are specialist enough to take 
care of a sprained ankle, I suppose, arc you not?” 

“I hope I should be equal to that emer^^cnci’ ” an¬ 
swered the young Doctor; “ but I trust 3-011 arc not 
suffering from any such accident?” 

“No,*'said Number Five, “ but there is no telling I 
what may happen. I might slip, and-get a sprain or ' 
break a smew, or something, and I should like to 
know that there is a practitioner at hand to tahe 
care of my injury. I think I woul.l risk myself in 
your hands, although you are not a specialist. Would , 
you venture to take charge of (lie case? ” 

“All, my dear lady,” lie answered galhmth', “the 

risk would bo in the other direction. I am afraid it 

would bo safer for your doctor if he were an older man 
than 1 am.” 

Tins 13 the first clearly, indisputably sentimental 
outlircalc which lias happened in conversation at our 
tabic. I tremble to think what will como of it; for 
wc have several inflammable elements in our circle 

and a spark like this is liable to light on any one or 
two of them. 
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I \^‘ns not sorry that tliis iiiodical episode came in 
to vary the usual course of talk at our table. I like 
to have one of an intelligent company, who knows 
anything thoroughly, hold the floor for a time, and 
discourse upon the subject which chiefly engages his 
daily thoughts and furnishes his habitual occupation. 
It is a juivilege to meet such a person now and then, 
and let liim have his full swing. But because there 
are professionals *' to whom we are willing to listen 
as oracles, I do not want to see everybody who is not 
a “ j>rofessional .silenced or .snubbed, if ho ventures 
into any field of knowledge which he has not made 
csjH'cially Ids own. 1 lilio to read ilontaigne's re¬ 
marks about doctors, though ho never took a medical 


degree. I can oven enjoy the truth in the sharp satire 
of Voltaire on the medical profession. I frequently 
prefer the remarks I hoar from the pew after the ser¬ 


mon to tho.se I have just been hearing from the pul- 
l>it. There are a great many things which I never 
expect to comprehend, but which I <lesire very much 
to apprehend. Siqiposc that our circle of Teacups 
were made uj> of specialists, — experts in various de¬ 
partments. I should bo very willing that each one 
should have his innings at the proper time, when the 
company were ready for him. But the time is coming 
when everybody will know something about every¬ 
thing. How can one have the illustrated magazines, 
the “ Pojmlar Science ^lonthly,’* the psychological 
journals, the tlicological periodicals, books on all sub¬ 
jects, forced on his attention, in their own persons, so 
to speak, or in the reviews which analyze and pass 
judgment upon them, witliout getting some ideas which 
belong to many provinces of human intelligence? 
The air wo breathe is made uj) of four elements, at 
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least: oxygen, nitrogen, carbonic acid gas, and know¬ 
ledge. There is something quite delightful to witness 
in the absorption and devotion of a genuine specialist. 
There is a ceiTain sublimity in that picture of the 
dying scholar in Browning's “ A Grammarian's Fu¬ 
neral : ” — 

“ So with the tlirottling hands of death at sti-ife, 

Groiiiid he ut prainuiar ; 

Still, tlirougU the rattle, parts of speech wore rife ; 

AVhile he could stammer 
Ho settled Hoti's business — let it be — 

Properly based Oun — 

Gave us the doctrine of the enclitic Dtp 
Dead from the waist down.** 

• 

A genuine enthusiasm, which will never be satisfied 
until it has pumped the well dry at the bottom of 
which truth is lying, always excites our interest, if not 
our admiration. 

One of the jileasautcst of our American writers, 
whom we all remember as Ik Alarvel, and greet in 
his more recent appearance as Donald Grant ^litchcll, 
speaks of the awkwardness which he feels in offering 
to the public a “ panoramic view of British writers in 
theso days of specialists, — when students devote half 
a lifetime to the analysis of the works of a single 
author, and to the proper study of a single period.” 

He need not have feared that his connected sketches 
of “ English Lands, Letters and Kings ” would be 
any less welcome because tbey do not pretend to fill 
up all the details or cover all tbo incidents they bint 
in vivid outline. How many of us ever read or ever 
will read Drayton’s Poly-Olbion? ” Twenty thou¬ 
sand long Alexandrines arc filled with admirnblo 
descriptions of scenery, natural productions, and his¬ 
torical events, but how many of us in these da^'s havo 
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time to road ami inwardly digest twenty thousand 
AlexaiidriiiG verses? I fear that the specialist is apt 
to hold his intelligent reader or hearer too cheap. So 
far as I have observed in medical specialties, what he 
knows in addition to the knowlcdyfo of the well-taiiffht 
general practilii>ncr is very largely curious rather than 
important. Having cxliausted all that is practical, 
the specialist is naturally tempted to amuse himself 
with the natural histoiy of the organ or function ho 
deals with ; to feel as a writincr-master does when he 
sets a co])y, — not coi^tcnt to shape the letters proj)- 
crly, hut ho must add flourishes and fancy figures, to 
let otf his s2)aro energy. 


1 am beginning to bo frightened. A^'hen I began 
these papers, my idea was a very simjde and innocent 
one. Hero was a mixed coinjiany, of various condi¬ 
tions, as I have already told my readers, who came to¬ 
gether rcgidarly, and before they were aware of it 
formed something like a club or association. As I 
was tlie jiatriarch among them, they gave me the name 
some of you may need to be reminded of ; for as these 
reports arc jmblishcd at intervals, you may not remem¬ 
ber the fact that I am what The Teacups have seen fit 
to call Tlie Dictator. 

Now, what did I exiiect when I began these 2)apcrs, 
and what is it that has begun to frighten me ? 

I cx2)ectod to report grave conversations and light 
collo(2uial i^assagcs of arms among the members of the 
circle. I exjiectcd to hear, perhaps to read, a jiajicr 
now and then. 1 exiiectcd to have, from time to time, 
a poem from some one of The Teacujis, for I felt sure 
there must be among them one or more poets, — Tea- 
cujis of the finer and rarer translucent kind of porce- 
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lain, to speak metaj)liorically. Ont of tliese convei'sa- 
tions and ^vritten contributions I thouglit I might 
make up a readable scries of i)apers ; a not wliolly 
unwelcome string of recollections, anticipations, sug¬ 
gestions, too ofteu perhaps repetitions, that would be 
the twilight to what my earlier scries had been to tlic 
morning. 

I hoped also that I should come into personal re¬ 
lations with my old constituency, if I may call my 
nearer friends, and those more distant ones who be¬ 
long to my reading parish, by that name. It is time 
that I should. I received this blessed morning — I 
am telling the literal truth — a highly flattering obit¬ 
uary of myself in the shai)e of an extract from Lo 
National ” of the 10 th of February last. This is a 
bi-wcckly newspaper, published in French, in the city 
of Plattsburg, Clinton County, New York. I am 
occasionally reminded by luy unknown friends tliat I 
must hurry up their autograj)h, or make haste to copy 
that poem they wish to have in the author's own hand- 
wnting, or it will be too late ; but I have never be¬ 
fore been huddled out of the world in this waj'. I 
take this rather premature obituary as a hint that, 
unless I come to some arrangement with my well- 
meaning but insatiable correspondents, it would be as 
well to leave it in type, for I cannot bear much longer 
the load they lay upon mo. I will explain myself on 
this point after I have told my rcadcr.s what has 
frightened me. 

I am beginning to think this room where wo take 
our tea is more like a tiuder-box than a quiet and safe 
place for “ a party in a parlor.” It is true that there 
are at least two or three incombustibles at our table, 
but it looks to me as if the company might pair off 
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before the season is over, like the crew of Her Maj¬ 
esty's ship the !Mantel]>icco, — three or four wedtlings 
clear our whole table of all but one or two of the im- 
pregnablcs. Tlie )>o(.‘iu we foinul in the sugar-bowl 
last week first opened iny eyes to tlie probable state of 
things. Xow, the idea of having to tell a love-story, 
— })erhaps two or three love-stories, — when I set out 
witli the intention of repeating instructive, useful, or 
entertaining discussions, naturally alarms me. It is 
(piito true that many things which look to me suspi- 
cioiis may be simjdj' playful. Young people (and we 
have several such among Tlie Teacups) arc fond of 
make-believe courting when they cannot have the real 
thing, — “ tlirting," as it used to be practised in tlie 
days of Arcadian innocence, not the more modern and 
more <jUCstionable recreation which has reached us 
from the home of the cicisbco. "Whatever comes of it, 
I shall tell what I sec, and take the consequences. 

]jut I am at this moment going to talk in my own 
proper person to 1113' own particular public, which, as 
I find b3' my correspondence, is a very considerable 
one, and with which I consider m3'sclf in exceptionally 
]>lcasant relations. 

I have read recently that Air. Gladstone receives 
six hundred letters a day. Perhaps he does not re¬ 
ceive six hundred letters ever}' da}', but if he gets any¬ 
thing like half that number dail}', what can he do with 
them? There was a time when he was said to answer 
all his correspondents. It is understood, I think, that 
he has given up doing so in these later days. 

I do not pretend that I receive six hundred or even 
sixty letteis a day, but I do receive a good many, and 
have told the public of the fact from time to time, 
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iindcr the pressure of their constantly increasing exac¬ 
tions. As it is extremely onerous, and is soon going 
to be impossible, for me to keep uj) the wide range of 
correspondence wliieh lias become a large part of my 
occupation, and tends to absorb all tlic vital force 
which is left me, I wish to enter into a final explana¬ 
tion with the well-meaning but merciless ta.skmasters 
wlio have now for many years been levying their daily 
tax upon me. I have preserved thousands of their 
letters, and destroyed a very large number, after an¬ 
swering most of them. A few interesting chapters 
might be made out of the letters I have kept,—not 
only such as are signed by the names of well-know n 
j)crsonages, but many from unknown friends, of whom 
1 had never heartl before and have never heard since. 
A great deal of the best writing the languages of tlio 
W'orld have ever known lias been committed to leaves 
that withered out of sight before a second sunlight 
had fallen upon them. I have had many letters I 
should have liked to give the public, had their nature 
admitted of their being offered to the world. What 
struggles of young ambition, finding no place for its 
energies, or feeling its incapacity to roach the ideal 
towards which it was striving! A\'Iiat longings of 
disa])pointcd, defeated fellow-mortals, tiying to find a 
new liome for tbemselves in the heart of one whom 
they liave amiably idealized I And oh, what hopeless 
efforts of mediocrities and inferiorities, believing in 
themselves as superiorities, and stumbling on tlirongh 
limping disappointments to prostrate failure ! Pov¬ 
erty comes pleading, not for charitj', for the most part, 
but imploring us to find a purchaser for its uninarket- 
able wares. Tlie unreadable author particularly re¬ 
quests us to make a critical examination of his book, 
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aiul report to liiin ^Yhatcvor may be our verdict, — as 
if he wanted anything but our praise, and that very 
often to be used in his ]>ublisher's advertisements. 

l>ut what docs not one have to submit to who has 
bceoinc the inaitvr — the Saint Sebastian — of a liter- 
ary covrespondenoe ! I will not dwell on the possible 
ini})res.sion produced on a sensitive nature by reading 
one's own promatmc obituary, as I have told you has 
been my recent cx]ierienco. I will not stoj) to think 
whetlier the urgent ictpiest for an autograph by return 
post, in view of the possible contingencies which might 
render it the last one was ever to write, is pleasing or 
not. At threescore and twenty one must expect such 
hints of what is like to happen before long. I sujv 
pose, if some near friend wore to watch one who was 
looking over such a ])ros.sing letter, he might possibly 
sec a slight shadow flit over the reader's features, and 
some sueli dialogue might follow as that between 
Otludlo and lago, after “this lioncst orcatuvo ” has 
been giving breath to liis suspicions about Desde- 
xnona : — 

“ I .SCO this hath a little dash’d your spirits. 

“ Not a jot, hot a jot. 


“ My lord, I see you ’re moved.” 

And a little later the reader might, like Othello, com- 
jdain, — 

“ I have a pain upon my forehead here.” 

Nothing more likely. Ibtt, for myself, I have grown 
callous to all such allusions. The repetition of the 
Scriptural phrase for the natural term of life is so fre¬ 
quent that it wears out one’s sensibilities. 

But how many charming and refreshing letters I 
have received I How often I have felt their oncour- 
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agement in moments of clouLt and depression, such as 
the happiest teinperamonts must sometimes experience ! 
If the time comes when to answer all my hind un¬ 
known friends, even hy dictation, is impossible, or 
more than I feel equal to, I wisli to refer any of those 
wlio may feel disappointed at not receiving an an¬ 
swer to the following general acknowlcdgmeiits :_ 

I. I am alwaj's grateful for any attention which 
shows me that I am kindly remembered. — II. Your 
pleasant message has been read to me, and has been 
thankfully listened to. — III. Your book (your essay) 
(your poem) has reached me safely, and has received 
all the respectful attention to which it seemed entitled. 
It would take more than all the time I have at my 
disiKjsal to read all the jninted matter and .all the 
niamiscripts wliich arc sent to me, and 3 011 would not 
ask me to attempt tlic impossible. You will not, 
therefore, expect me to express a critical opinion of 
3'our work. — IV. I am deeply sensible to 3'our ex¬ 
pressions of personal attachment to me as the author 
of certain wi-itings which have brought me veiy ne.ar 
to 3'ou, in virtue of .some affinity in our wa3's of 
thought and moods of feeling. Although I cannot 
keep up correspondences with many of my readers 
who seem to be thoroughly congenial witli myself, let 
them he assured that them letters have been read or 

heard with peculiar gratification, and arc preserved as 
precious treasures. 

I trust that after this notice no correspondent will 
be surprised to find hig or her letter thus answered by 
anticipation; and that if one of the above forrauho is 
the only answer he receives, the unknown friend will 
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rcmcnilier that he or she is one of a great many whose 
incessant demands have cnitii-ely outrun my power of 
answering them as fully as the aj'plicants might wish 
ami perhaps expect. 

I couhl make a very interesting volume of the let¬ 
ters 1 have leceivcd from correspoiulents unknown to 
the world of authorship, hut writing from an instinc¬ 
tive impulse, which many of them say they have long 
felt and resisted. One must not allow himself to he 
flattered into an overestimate of his powers hccausc he 
gets many letters expressing a peculiar attraction to¬ 
wards his hooks, and a preference of them to those 
witli which he would not liavc <lared to eompai'C his 
own. Still, if the homo luiiits lih/'i — the man of one 
t)ooU — choose to select one of our own writing as his 
favorite volume, it means somcthhif/^ — not much, per¬ 
haps ; hut if one has unlocked the door to the secret 
entrance of one heart, it is not unlikely that his key 
may fit the locks of others. AVhat if nature has lent 
him a master key ? He has found the wards and slid 
hack the holt of one lock ; perhaps he may have 
learned the secret of others. One success is an en¬ 
couragement to try again. Let the writer o£*a truly 
loving letter, such as greets one from time to time, 
remember that, though he never hears a word from it, 
it may prove one of the best rewards of an anxious 
and laborious past, and the stimulus of a still aspiring 
future. 

Among the letters I have recently received, none is 
more interesting than the following. The story of 
Helen Keller, who wi'ote it, is told in the well-known 
illustrated magazine called “ The Wide Aw'ake,” in 
the number for July, 1888 . For the account of this 
little girl, now between nine and ten years old, and 
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other letters of her vrrituig, I must refer to the article 
I have meotioned. It is enough to say that she is 
deaf and dumb and totiilly blind. She was seven 
yeai-s old when her teacher. Miss Sullivan, under the 
direction of Mr. Anagnos, at tlio Blind Asylum at 
South Boston, began her education. A child fuller 
of life and happiness it would be hard to find. It 
seems as if her soul was flooded with light and 
filled with music that had found entrance to it througli 
avenues closed to otlier inoi-tals. It is hard to under¬ 
stand how she has le.arncd to deal with abstract ideas, 
and so far to su])plcment the blanks left by the senses 
of sight and hearing that one would hardly think of 
her as wanting in any human faculty. Kemember 
Milton’s pathetic picture of himsedf, sufteriug from 
only one of poor little Helen's deprivations : — 

‘‘Not to me returns 

Day, or the sweet approach of even or morn, 

Or sight of vernal bloom, or sninmor^s rose, 

Or Hocks, or henis, or human face divine ; 

Dut cloud instead, and ever-during dark 
Surrounds me, from the cheerful ways of men 
Cut otf, and fur the book of kiiowlcd;rc fair 
Presented with a universal blank 
Of Ntitiirc’s works, to me oxjmngcd .'iiul nused, 

Anil wisdom atone cntiunco quite shut out.” 

Surely for this loving and lovely child docs 

** the celestial lyight 
Shiiib inward.” 

Anthropologist, metaphysician, most of all theologian, 
here is a lesson which can tcacli you much that you 
will not find in your primer.s and catechisms. Why 
should I call her “ poor little Helen ” ? M'herc can 
you find a hapi)ier child ? 
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Sorm Bo'jton*, Ma.'p., March 1, 1800. 

Dear Ivin7> Poet, — I have of you many 

times since that brijilit Sniulav when 1 hade vou "ood- 
hyo, and I am goinq; to write yon a letter because I 
love you. I am sorry that you have no little children 
to phi}’’ with sometimes, but 1 think you arc very 
ha])])y with your books, and your many, many friends. 
On AVasliington's P>irthday a great many ]>eoplc came 
hero to see the little blind children, and I read for 
them from your poems, and slmwi-d them some beauti¬ 
ful .shells whicli came from a little island near Palos. 
I am leading a very .sad story called *' Little Jakey.” 
.Takcv was tlu' swei'test little fellow you can iniacrine, 
but he \.as poor and blind. I used to think, when I 
was small and before I could read, that everybody wa.s 
always happy, and at lir.st it made mo very sad to 
Icnow about pain and great sorrow: but now I luiow 
that we couhl never learn to be brave and patient, if 
there were only j»>y in the world. I am studying 
about insects in Zoi’dogy, and 1 have learned many 
things about bnlterllies. 'I'liey do not make honey for 
us, like the bi'es, but many of them are as beautiful 
;is the tlowers they light upon, and they al\\a3's delight 
tlio hcart.s of little children. They live a gay life, 
flitting from fknver to flower, sij>ping the drops of 
honey-dew, without a thought for the morrow. They 
are just like little boys and girls when they forget 
books and studies, and run away to the woods and the 
fiehls to gather wild-flowers, or wade in the ponds for 
fragrant lilic.s, happy in the bright sunshine. If my 
little sister eoiuos to Boston next Juno, will you let mo 
bring her to see j’ou ? She is a lovely baby and I am 
sure you will love [her]. Now I must tell my gentle 
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poet good-bye, for I have a letter to write liomo Ixjfore 
I go to bed. From your loving little friend, 

Helen A. Keller. 

The reading of this letter many c^’cs glisten, 

and a dead silence hushed the whole circle. All at 
once Delilah, our pretty table-maid, forgot her place, 
— what business had she to be listening to our conver¬ 
sation and reading ? —and began sobbing, just as if 
she had been a lady. She could n’t help it, she ex¬ 
plained afterwards, — she had a little blind sister at 
tlie asylum, who had told her about Helen’s reading 
to the children. 

It was very awkward, this breaking-down of our 
l)retty Delilah, for one girl ciying will sometimes set 
off a whole row of others, — it is as hazardous as 
lighting one cracker in a bunch. The two Annexes 
hurried out tlicir pocket-handkerchiefs, and I almost 
expected a semi-hysteric cataclysm. At this critical 
moment Number Five called Delilah to her, looked 
into her face with those calm eyes of hcr.s, and spoke 
a few soft words. Was Number Five forgetful, too ? 
Did .she not remember tl»e difference of their jjosi- 
tion ? I suppose so. Dut she (pileted the poor hand¬ 
maiden as simply and easily as a nursing mother 
quiets her unweaned baby. Why are wo not all in 
love with Number Five ? IVrhaps we arc. At luiy 
rate, 1 suspect the Professor. When wo all get quiet, 
1 will touch him up about that visit she promised to 
make to his laboi’atory. 

I got a cliancc at last to speak privately with him. 

“ Did Number Five go to meet you in your labora¬ 
tory, as she talked of doing ? 
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5’es, of colu'se she did, — why, she said sho 

would ! '* 

“ Oil, to bo sure. Do tell me what she waiitod in 
your laboratory.’' 

“ She wanted mo to burn a diamond for her.'’ 

Jhirn a dUmwnd! IVliat was that for? Be¬ 
cause Cleopatra swallowed a pearl ? " 

“No, nothing of that kind. It was a small stone, 
and had a ilaw in it. Number Five said she did n't 
want a diamond with a llaw in it, and that she did 
want to see how a diamond would burn." 

“ Was that all that happened? ” 

“ That was all. She brought the two Annexes with 
her, and 1 gave my three visitors a leeturo on carbon, 
which they seemed to enjoy very much.'’ 

I looked steadily in the Professor's face during the 
reading of the following poem. I saw no questionable 
look upon it, — but he has a remarkable command of 
his features. Number Five read it with a certain 
arc'hncss of expression, as if she saw all its meaning, 
which I think some of the company did not quite 
take in. They said they must road it .slowly and care¬ 
fully. Somehow, “ 1 like you ” and “ I love you ’* 
got a little mixed, as they heard it. It was not Num¬ 
ber Five's faidt, for she read it beautifully, as we all 
agreed, and as I knew’ she would when I handed it to 
her. 


I LIKE YOU AND I LOVE YOU. 

I LIKE YOU met I LOVE YOU, facc to face ; 

The path was narrow, and they could not pass. 
I LIKE YOU smiled ; I love you cried, Alas I 
And so tliey halted for a little space. 
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“Turn thou aud go before,” I love you said, 

“ Down the green pathway, bright with many a flower ; 
Deep in the valley, lo f my bridal bower 
Awaits thee.” But I like you shook his head. 

Tlicn while they lingered on the span>widc shelf 
That sliaped a pathway round the rocky lodge, 

1 LIKE YOU bared his iey dagger’s edge. 

And first he slew I love you, — then himself. 


vn. 


Tiierk is no use in burdening my table with tliosc 
letters of iiKiuiry as to where our meetings arc held, 
and wl>at arc the names of the persons designated by 
numbers, or spoken of under the titles of tlic Profes¬ 
sor, the Tutor, and so forth. It is enough that you 
are aware who 1 am, and that I am known at the 


tea-table as The Dictator. 


Tlieatrieal “asides” are 


apt to be whispered in a pretty loud voice, and the 
persons who ought not to have any idea of what is said 
arc expected to bo reasonably hard of liearing. If I 
named all The Teacups, some of them might be of¬ 
fended. If any of n^y readers happen to be able to 
identify any one Teacup by some accidental circum¬ 
stance,— say, for instajjcc. Number Five, by the in¬ 
cident of her burning the diamond, — I hope they 
will keep quiet about it. Number Five does n't want 
to be pointed out in the street as the extravagant per¬ 
son who makes use of such expensive fuel, for the 
story would soon grow to a statement that she always 
uses diamonds, instead of cheaper forms of carbon, to 
heat l»er coffee with. So with other members of the 


circle. Tlie “ cracked Teacup,” Number Seven, would 
not, perhaps, be pleased to recognize himself under 
that title. I repeat it, therefore, Do not tnj to iden~ 
i\ftj the individual Teacups. Vou will not get them 
right; or, if j'ou do, you may too probably make 
trouble. How is it possible that I can keep ui> my 
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freedom of intercourse with you all if you insist on 
bellowing my “asides” through a speaking-trumpet? 
Besides, you cannot have failed to see tliat there are 
strong s3'm2:)toms of the springing uj) of delicate rela¬ 
tions between some of oui* number. I told you how 
it would be. It did not require a projihet to foresee 
that the saucy intruder wlio, as ^Ir. IVillis wrote, anti 
the dear dead girls used to sing, in our young days, 

“ Takcth every form of air. 

Anil every sUai>c of earllj, 

And comes unbidden everywhere. 

Like thought’s mysterious birth,” 

would pop Ins little curly head uj) bettveen one or 
more pairs of Teacujis. If you will stoji these ques¬ 
tions, then, I will go on with my reports of what was 
said and done at our meetings over the tcacujis. 

Of all things beautiful in this fair world, there is 
nothing so cnclianting to look iqion, to dream about, 
as the first oiiening of tlie flower of young love. How 
closely the caljoc has hidden the glowing leaves in its 
quiet green mantle ! Side by side, two^buds have been 
tossing jauntily in the breeze, often brought very near 
to each other, sometimes touching for a moment, with 
a secret thrill in their close-folded heart-leaves, it may 
be, but still the cool grccu seiials shutting tight over 
the burning secret witbin. All at once aiaorniugray 
touches one of the two buds, and the point of a blush¬ 
ing petal betrays the imprisoned and swelling blos¬ 
som. 

Oh, no, I did not X)romiso a love-story. There 
may bo a little sentiment now and then, but these pa- 
pci’s arc devoted chiefly to the opinions, jirejudices, 
fancies, whims, of myseU, The Dictator, and others 
of The Teacups who have talked or written for the 
general benefit of the conix)any, 

u 2 
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Here arc some of the remarks I made the other 
evening on the snhjoct of hUcUcvtual Ovcr-T'ccding 
and its consequence. ^fenfaJ 

Tliere is something positively apjndling in the 
amount of printed matter yearly, nnmthly, weekly, 
daily, sec.rele<l hy that great gland of the civill/.ed or- 
ganism. the ]>ress. 1 need not dilate \ipon this point, 
for it is hrought home to every one of you who ever 
looks into a hookstorc or a ]nd)lic lihrary. largo 

is the variety oi literary prmlucts continuall}* coming 
forwartl, forced \ipon the attention of the reader hy 
stimulating and suggestive titles, commended to his 
notice hy famous names, recasting old suhjects and 
developing and illustrating new ones, that the mind is 
liahlc to he urged into a kiiul of nnnatural hunger, 
leading to a repletion which is often followed hy dis¬ 
gust and disturbed nervous conditions as its natural 
eonscquen**o. 

It lias long been a favorite rule with me, a rule 
wliit'h I have never lo>t siglit of, liowever iinjierfcetly 
I have carried it out : 'I'ry to know enough of a wide 
range of snhjeets to j»ront hy the conversation of 
intelligent persons of different ealliugs and various 
intellectual gifts and acquisitions. The cynic will 
paraphrase this into a shorter formula ; Get a smatter¬ 
ing in every sort of knowledge. I must therefore add 
a second piece of advice : Learn to hold as of small 
!ieeoniit the comments of the cynic. lie is often 
amusing, sometimes really witty, occasionally, without 
mcauiug it, instructive ; but liis talk is to profitable 
conversation what the stone is to the pulp of tlio 
peach, what the cob is to the kernels on an ear of 
Indian corn. Once more : Do not bo bullied out of 
your common sense by the specialist; two to one, bo 
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13 a pedant, with all las knowledge and valuable qual¬ 
ities, and will “cavil on the ninth part of a hair, ' if 
it will give him a chance to show off his idle erudition. 

I saw attributed to me, the other day, the saying, 
“Know something about everything, and everything 
about something.” I am afraid it does not belong to 
me, but I will treat it as I used to treat a stray bf)at 
which came through iny meadow, floating <lown tlie 
Iloiisatonic, —get hold of it and draw it ashore, and 
hold on to it until the owner turns up. If this precept 
is used discreetly, it is very serviceable ; but it is us 
well to recognize the fact tliat you cannot know soinc- 
tliing about everything in days like these of intellec¬ 
tual activity, of literary and scientific production. AVe 
all feel this. It makes us nervous to see the shelves 
of new books, many of which we feel as if we ought to 
read, and some among tliem to stud^-. We must ado[*t 
some principle of selection among the books outside of 
any particular branch which we may have selected for 
study. I have often been asked what books I w’ould 
recommend for a course of reading. 1 have always 
answered that I had a great de.al rather take advice 
than give it. fortunately, a number of scholars have 
fui'nishcd lists of books to whicli the incjuircr may be 
directed. But the worst of It is that each student is 
in need of a little library specially adapted to his 
wants. Here is a j'oiing man writing to me from a 
AVestern college, and wants me to send him a list of 
the books w’hich I think would bo most useful to him. 
He does not send me his intellectual measurements ; 
and he might as well Iiave sent to a Boston tailor for 
a coat, without any hint of his diincnsioiLs in lengtii, 
breadth, and thickness. 


But instead of laying 


down rules for reading, and 
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fiivnisliing lists of the books \vliicb should be read in 
order* I will undertake the much humbler task of giv¬ 
ing a little .;^?/«-/.vMiiedical advice to persons, 3'oung or 
old, suffering fro!u book-hunger, book-surfeit, book- 
nervousness, book-indigestion, book-nausea, and all 
other maladies which, directly or indirectly, may bo 
traced to hooks, and to which I could give Greek or 
Latin names if I tliouLrht it worth while. 

O 

I have a picture hanging in my library, a lithograph, 
of wliicli man}’ of my readers maj' liavc .seen copies. 
It rc])resents a gr.ay-haircd old book-lover at the top 
of a long fllglit of stops. He finds himself In clover, 
so to speak, among rare old editions, books ho has 
longed to look upon and never seen before, rarities, 
precious old volumes, iticinfahtila, cradlc-books, printed 
while the art was in its infanc}', — its glorious infancy, 
for it was born .a giant. The old bookworm is so in¬ 
toxicated with the sight and handling of tho price¬ 
less treasures that he cannot bear to put 0110 of tho 
volumes back after he has taken it from tho shelf. 
So there he .stands, — one book open in his hands, 
a volumo under each arm, and one or more between 
his legs, — loaded with as many as ho can possibly 
hold at the samo time. 

Nonv, that is just tho way in which tho extreme form 
of book-hunger shows itself in tho reader whose appe¬ 
tite has become over-developed. Ho wants to road so 
man}' books that ho ovcr-crains himself with the crude 
materials of knowledge, which become knowledge only 
when the mental digestion has timo to assimUato 
them. I never can go into that famous “ Corner Book¬ 
store” and look over the new books in the row before 
mo, as I enter the door, without seeing lialf si dozen 
which I want to I’ead, or at least to know something 



OVER THE TEACrPP. 


151 


about. I cannot empty my purse of its contents, and 
crowd my bookshelves with all those volumes. Tlie 
titles of many of them interest me. 1 look into one 
or two, perliaps. I have sometimes picked up a line 
or a sentence, in these momcntaiy glances between tho 
uncut leaves of a new book, which I have never for¬ 
gotten. As a trivial but hona Ji< 7 e example, one day 
I opened a book on duelling. I remember only these 
words: Conservons-hiy cette nohlc institution.'’' I 

liad never before seen duelling called a noble institu¬ 
tion, and I wish I had taken the naino of the book. 
liook-tasihif/ is not necessarily profitless, but it is very 
stimulating, and makes one hungry for more than ho 
needs for the nourishment of his thinking-marrow. 
To feed this insatiable hunger, the ab.stracts, tho rc- 
view.s, do their best, lint these, again, h.avc grown so 
numerous and so crowded with matter that it is Iiard 
to find time to master their contents. "Wo are accus¬ 
tomed, therefore, to look for analyses of these periodi¬ 
cals, and at last we have placed before us a formida¬ 
ble-looking monthly, “ The Review of Reviews.” After 
the analyses comes the newspaper notice; and there 
is still room for tho epigram, which sometimes makes 
short work with all that has gone before on the same 
subject. 

It is just as well to recognize the fact tliat if one 
should read day and night, confining himself to his 
own language, lie could not pretend to keep up with 
the press. Ho might as well try to race with a loco¬ 
motive. The first discipline, therefore, is that of de- 

your reading day and 
night for fifty years, what a learned idiot you would 
become long before tho half-century was over ! Well, 
then, there is no use in gorging one’s self with know- 
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ledge, and no need of scdf-rojiroacli because one is con- 
t’Cnt to remain more or less ignorant of many things 
wliich interest his follow-creatures. AVc get a good 
deal of knowledge througli the atmosphere; we learn 
a great deal by accidental Iiearsny, provided we have 
the ^nord'nit in our own consciousness which makes 
tlie wise remark, the significant fact, the instructive 
incident, take hold u))on it. After the stage of de- 
s))air comes the jicriod of consolation. AVe soon find 
tliat we are not so much wtnsc oil than most of our 
neighbors as wc supposed. The fractional value of 
the wisest shows a small numerator divided by an in- 
iinite denominator of knowh'dcre. 

I made some explanations to The Teacups, the other 
evening, which they received very intelligently and 
gi*aciously, as J have no doubt the readi-rs of these re* 
])orts of mine will receive them. If the reader will 
turn bade to llio end of the fourth number of these 
]>apers, he will find certain lines entitled, “ Cc/coc- 
thci< Srr'ihi'ndi."’ They were said to have been taken 
from the usual receptaele of the verses which are con¬ 
tributed by The Teacups, and, though the fact was 
not mentioned, were of my own composition. 1 found 
them in manuscript in iny tlrawer, and as my subject 
bad naturally suggested the train of thought they car¬ 
ried out into extravagance, I printed them. At the 
same time they sounded very natural, as we say, and 
I felt as if 1 had published them somewhere or other 
before ; but I could find no evidence of it, and so I 
ventured to have them put in typo. 


And here I wish to take breath for a short, separate 
paragraph, I have often felt, after writing a lino 
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wliicli pleased me more than common, that it was not 
new, and perhaps was not my own. I have very rarely, 
however, found such a coincidence in ideas or cxj>rcs- 
sion as would be enough to justify' an accusation of un¬ 
conscious plagiarism, — conscious plagiarism is not 
my particular failing. I therefore say niy say, set 
down my thought, print my line, and do not heed the 
suspicion that I may not be as original as I supposed, 
in the passage I have been writing. My experience 
may be worth something to a modest young writer, 
and so I have interrupted what I was about to say by 
intercalating tliis paragi*aph. 


In tins instance my telltale suspicion had not been 

I; mV’ J a-o, 

in The Contributors’ Club,” to wbich I have rarely 

sent any of my prose or verse. Nobody but the editor 
b.as noticed the fact, so far as I know. Tliis is con¬ 
soling, or mortifying, I hardly know wbieli. I sup¬ 
pose one has a right to plagiarize from himself, l,„t 
he does not want to present his work ns fresh from 
the vTOrkshop when it has been long standing in bis 

Hut I have just received a letter from a brother of 
^ e hate Henry Howard llrowiiell, the poet of the B iy 
Figlit and tlie Kiver Fight, in wliieli he cpiotes a ni 

ChTr o" Allventures 

bve iness and -loeal color” will malfo it please tlie 
aaie ^’trraglln:::: “o- 



154 


OVER XnE TEACUPS. 


“LINTS TO A riJKTTY LITTLK MAID OF MAMM^v’S. 

“If Black Sea, Red Sea, White Sea, I'au 
One tide of ink to Ispahan, 

If all the geese in Lincoln fens 
Produced spontaneotis well-made pens, 

If Holland old and Holland new 
(.)nc wondrous sheet of paper grew, 

And could I sing hnt half the grace 
Of half a freckle in thy face, 

I'ach syllal'le I wrote wonhl reach 
From Inverness to Bognor’s heach,— 

Kacli hair-stroke he a river Rhino, 
l^lach verso an c«juiiioctial line ! ” 

TIic iininciliato disniissnl of the ‘ little maid ’ was 
n»o consequence.*’ 

I may as well saj- that oiir Delilah was not in the 
room when the last sentence W’as read. 

Readers must bo either very good-natured or very 
careless. I have laid myself ojicn to criticism by more 
tlian one lueco of negligence, which has been passed 
over without invidious comment by the readers of my 
jiapors. How could I, for instance, have written in 
my original ‘‘copy** for the printer about the fish¬ 
erman baiting his hook with a f/knit'a tail instead of 
a dragon’s? It is the automatic fellow, — Mc-Num- 
ber-Two of our dual porsonalitj', — who does these 
things, who forgets the message hie-Number-One 
sends down to him from the cerebral convolutions, and 
sulistitutes a wrong word for the right one. I suppose 
hie-Number-Two will ‘^sass back,” and swear that 
“giant’s” was the message which came down from 
headquarters. He is always doing the wrong thing 
and excusing himself. AVho blows out the gas instead 
of shutting it off? AVho puts the key in the desk and 
fastens it tight with the spring lock ? Do you mean 
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to say that tho upper the IMe of the true thlnldii"- 
marrow, the convolutions of the brain, docs not know 
better? Of course he does, and Sic-Number-Two is 
a careless servant, wlio remembers some old direc'tion, 
and follows that instead of the one just given. 

Number Seven demurred to this, and I am not sure 
that he is wrong in so doing. He maintains that tho 
automatic fellow' always docs just what he is told to 
do. Number Five is disi)osed to agree wdth him. We 
will talk over the question. 

But come, now, why should not a giant have a tail 
as well as a dragon ? Linnaeus admitted the homo 
caudatus into his anthropological catalogue. The 
human embiyo has a very well marked caudal append- 
age ; that is, the vertebral column .appears prolonged, 
just as it is in a young quadruped. During the late 
session of the Medical Congress at Washington, my 
friend Dr. Friestley, a distinguished London physician, 
of tho highest character and standing, show’cd me the 
photogi’aph of a small boy, some three or four years 
old, who had a very respectable little tail, which would 
have passed muster on a pig, and would have made 
a frog or a toad ashamed of himself. I liave never 
heard what became of the little boy, nor have I looked 
in the books or journals to find out if there are similar 
cases on record, but I have no doubt that there are 
others. And if boys may havo this additional orna¬ 
ment to their vertebral columns, why not men ? And 
if men, why not giants? So I may uot-have made a 
very bad blunder, after all, and my reader has learned 
something about tho homo caudaius as spoken of by 
Lmnajus, and as showTi me in photograph by Dr. 

Priestley. This child is a candidate for tho vacant 
place of Missing Link. 
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In accounting for the blunders, and oven gross 
blundi'i-s, which, sooner or later, one wlio writes nmeh 
is pretty sure to conunit, I must not forget the part 
played by the blind spot or idiotic area in the brain, 
wliicli I have alrca<ly described. 

The most knowing persons wc meet with arc some¬ 
times at fault. omnif/ (fnincs is not a 


new nor profound axiom, but it is well to remember it 
as a counterpoise to that other truly American saying 
of the late ,Mr. Samuel Pateli, Some things can bo 
done as well as others.” Yes, .^omc things, but not all 
things. Wo all know men and women who hate to 
admit their ignorance of anything. Like Talkative in 
“Pilgrim's Ihogress, " tliey are ready to converse of 
“ things heavenly or things earthly ; things moral or 
tilings evangelical: tilings .sacred or things profane; 
things past or tilings to come ; things foreign or things 

at home; things more essential or things circiiinstan- 
tial. 


Talkative is apt to bo a shallow fellow, and to say 
foolisli things about matters ho only half understands, 
and yet lie has his jilaco in society. The specialists 
would grow to be intolerable, wore the}' not conntor- 
lioiscd to some degree Tiy the people of general intelli¬ 
gence. The man who knows too much about one 
particular subject is liable to become a terrible social 
infliction. Some of the worst bores (to use plain 
language) wc ever meet with arc recognized as ex¬ 
perts of Iiigh grade in their respective departments. 
Beware of making so much as a pinhole in the dam 
that holds back their knowledge. They ride their 
hobbies without bit or bridle. A poet on Pegasus, 
reciting Ids own verses, is hardly more to be dreaded 
than a mounted specialist. 
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One of tbe best offices which woiueu perform for 
men is that of tasting books for them. They may or 
may not be profound students, — some of them arc ; 
but we do not expect to meet women like ^Irs. Somer¬ 
ville, or Caroline llerschel, or ilaria Mitelioll at every 
dinner-talde or afternoon tea. But give yo\ir eloet 
ladj' a pile of books to look over for you, and she will 
toll you what they have for her and for you in less 
time than you would have wasted in stupefying your¬ 
self over a single volume. 


One of the encouraging signs of the times is the 
condensed and abbreviated form in wliicli knowledge 
is ])reseuted to tbe general reader. The short biog¬ 
raphies of liistoric personages, of which within tlie 
past few yeai-3 many have been published, have been 
a groat relief to the large class of reatlers who want 
to know something, but not too much, about them, 
Al'liat refuge is there for tlm victim who is oi>prcsscd 
with the feeling that there are a thousand new books 
he ought to read, while life is only long enough for 
him to attempt to read a hundrc^l ? 

^ Many readers remember what old Rogers, the poet, 
said : “ When I hear a new book talked about or have 
It pressed upon me, I read an old one.” liapjiy the 
man who finds his rest in the pages of some favorite 
classic I I know no reader more to be envied than 
that friend of mine wlio for many years lias given his 
days and nigliU to the loving study of Horace. After 
a certain period in life, it in always with an effort that 
we admit a new author into the inner circle of our 
intimates. The Parisian omnibuses, as I remember 
them lialf a century ago, — they may stiU keep to the 

«ime habit for aught that I know, - used to put up 
the sign ‘ Cornplet'* as soon as they were full. Our 
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public conveyauccs arc never full until tlic natural 
atniosplieric pressure of sixteen pounds to the square 
inch is doubled, in the close packing- of the human 
sardines that fill the albaccomiuodating vehicles. A 
new-comer, however well mannered and well dressed, 
is not vei v welcome under these circumstances. In 
the same way, our tables arc full of books half read 
and books wo feel that we must read. And here come 
in two thick volumes, with uncut leaves, in small type, 
with many j)ages, and many lines to a page, — a book 
that must be read and ought to be read at once. AVhat 
a relief to hand it over to the lovely keeper of your 
literary conscience, who will tell you all that you will 
most care to know about it, and leave you free to 
plunge into your beloved volume, in which you arc 
ever finding new beauties, and from which you rise 
refreshed, as if you had just come from the cool waters 
of llippoerenc! The stream of moilcrn literature rep¬ 
resented by the books and periodicals on the crowded 
eountors is a tiirbnleut and clamorous torrent, dashing 
along among the rocks of criticism, over the jicbbles 
of the world's dail3'^ events; tr^-ing to make itself seen 
and heard amidst the hoarse cries of the politicians and 
the rumbling wheels of trallie. The classic is a still 
lakelet, a mountain tarn, fed by springs that never 
fail, its surface never ruflled b^' storms, — always the 
same, always smiling a wclcomo to its \dsitor. Such 
is Horace to mj' friend. To his eye “ Li/dUty die per 
omucs'^ is as familiar as Pater nosier qui cs in 
cdiis ” to that of a pious Catholic. “ Integer vitw^^ 
which ho has put into manly English, Ids lloraco 
opens to as Watt’s lijuiiii-book opens to “ From all 
that dwell below the skies.” The more he reads, the 
more he studies his author, the richer are the treasures 
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he finds. And what Horace is to bim, Homer, or 
Virgil, or Dante is to many a quiet reader, sick to 
death of the unending train of bookmakers. 

I have some curious books in my library, a few of 
whicli I should like to say something about to The 
Teacups, when they have no more immediately press- 
ing subjects before them. A library of a few thou¬ 
sand volumes ought always to have some books in it 
whieli the owner almost never opens, yet with whose 
bacl:s lie is so well acquainted that lie feels as if lie 
knew something of their contents. They are like 
those persons whom we meet in our daily walks, with 
whose faces and figures, whose summer and winter 
garments, whose walking-sticks and umbrellas even, 
we feel acquainted, and yet whose names, whose busi¬ 
ness, whose residences, we know iiotliing about. Some 
of these books arc so formidahle in tlieir dimensions 
80 rusty and crabbed in their aspect, that it takes a 
considerable amount of courage to attack them. 

1 will ask Delilah to bring down from my library a 
very thick, stout volume, bound in parchment, and 
standing on the lower shelf, next the fireplace. Tlio 
pretty handmaid knows my books almost as if nho 

Dehlah returned presently, rvitir tl.e l.envy quarto 

a L T'T book 

10 embrace o£ the fresh young damsel. I felt on 

lo^mg at them, as I did when I foUowcd the slip of 

a prl who conducted us in tho Temple, that anck-ut 

building m the heart of London. The lon-.endurin- 

re“o“r p- 

Is n’t this hook enough to scare any of you ? I said, 
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as Delilah dunipotl it down upon the table. The 
teacups jumped from their saucers as it thumped on 
the board. DtiuUHs Gconjii S^forhojii l^oh/?iistO)\ 
I^itcrariun, T*h(Iosoj)hicun <t J^ordcifs. Luhcco’ 
-I//> CeWA'A''///'. Perhaps I sliould not have ven¬ 
tured to ask you to look at this old vobuuo. if it had 
not been for the fact that Dr. Johnson inentious ^lor- 
hof as llic author to whom ho was specially indebted, 
— more, 1 think, tlian to any other. It is a grand 
old encyelopa'dic summary of all the author knew 
about pretty m arly cverytliiug, full of curious inler- 
c^t, but so strangely medianal, so utterly anticjuatcd 
in most departments of knowledge, that it is hard to 
l)clievc the volume came from tlio press at a time 
when persons whom I well rememljcr were living. Is 
it possible that the books which have been for me 
what iVIorhof was for Dr. Johnson can look like that 
to the student of the vear 191 ) 0 ? 


hlorhof was a believer in magic and the transmuta¬ 
tion of metals. 'Ihere was alwaj's something fascinat¬ 
ing to me in the old books of alchemy. I have felt 
that the poetry of science lost its wings when the last 
}>owdor of projection had boon cast into the crucible, 
and the fire of the last transmutation fiumaco wont 
out. Perhai)s I am wrong in implying that alchemy 
is an extinct folly. It existed in New England's early 
days, as we learn from the 'Winthrop papei's, and I see 
no reason why gold-making should not have its votaries 
as well as other popular delusions. 

Among the essays of Morhof is one on the “ Para¬ 


doxes of the Senses.” That title brought to mind the 
recollection of another work I have been meaning to 
say something about, at some time when j^ou wore in 
the listtiuing mood. The book I refer to is “ A 
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Budget of Paradoxes,” by Augustus De ^rorgan. Dc 
Morgan is well remembered as a very distiuguisbed 
mathematician, whose works have kept bis name in 
high honor to the present time. The book I am 
speaking of was published by his widow, and is largely 
made up of letters received by him aud his comments 
uj)on them. Few persons ever read it through. Few 
intelligent readers ever took it up and laid it down 
without taking a long draught of its singular and in¬ 
teresting contents. The letters arc mostly from that 
chiss of pei'sous whom we call “ cranks,” in our famil¬ 
iar language. 

At this point Number Seven interrupted me by 
calling out, “ Give us some of those cranks’ letters. 
A cranlc is a man who does his own thinliing. I had 
a relation who was ealled a erank. I believe I have 
boon spoken of as one myself. That is what you have 
to expect if you invent anything that puts an old ma¬ 
chine out of fashion, or solve a problem that has puz¬ 
zled all the world up to your time. There never was 
a religion founded but its Messiah was called a crank. 
There never was an idea started that woke up men 
out of tbeir stupid indifference hut its originator was 
spoken of as a crank. Do you want to know why 
tliat name is given to the men who do most for the 
world 8 progiess ? I will tell you. It is because 
C}’ank 8 make all the wheels in all the machinery of 
the world go round. What would a steam-engine he 
without a crank ? I suppose the first fool that looked 
on the first ci^ank that was ever made asked what that 
crooked, qucerdooldng thing was good for. Wlicn 
the wheeU got moving ho found out. Tell us some- 

thing about that book which has so much to say con- 
Ciivnxui^ cranks.’^ 


L 
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ilcreupon I requested Dolilali to carry back !Mor- 
hof, and replace him in the wide gap he had left in 
tlie hoolrslielf. She was then to find and bring down 
the volume T had been speaking of. 

I^elilah took the wisdom of the seventeenth century 
in her arms, and departed on her errand. The book 
she brought down was given me some years ago by 
a gcnth'mau wlio liad sagaciously foreseen that it was 
just, one of lliosc v. ovlcs which I miglit licsitate about 
buying, but should lie well pleased to own. He 
gue. sed well : the book has been a great source of 
instruelion and entertainment to me. I wonder that 
so mneli lime and cost sbouhl liavc been expemded 
upon a work wliieb miglit liave borne a title like the 
Encomium ^loriju of Erasmus; and yet it is suck a 
wonderful museum of the productions of the squinting 
brains belongiiig to tlic class of persons commonly 
known as cranks that wc could hardly spare one of 
its five hundred octavo imgcs. 

Those of us who are in the habit of receiving let- 
tors from all sorts of would-bc-litcraiy people —letters 
of inquiry, many of them with reference to matters 
wc are supposed to understand — can readily see how 
it was that Mr. Do Morgan, never too busy to bo 
good-natured with the people who pestered — or 
amused — him with their queer fancies, received such 
a number of letters from persons who thought they 
had made great discoveries, from those who felt that 
they and their inventions and contrivances had been 
overlooked, and who sought in his large charity of 
disposition and great rcccptivoncss a balm for their 
wounded feelings and a ray of hope for their darkened 
prospects. 

The book before us is made up from papers pub- 
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lished in “The Athenjeum,” with additions by the 
author. Soon after opening it we come to names with 
which we are familiar, the first of these, that of Cor¬ 
nelius Agi-ippa, being connected with the occult and 
mystic doctrines doah with by many of De Morgan's 
correspondents. But the name most likely to arrest 
us is that of Giordano Bruno, the same pliilosopher, 
heretic, and martyr whose statue has recently been 
erected in Romo, to the great liorror of the Pope and 
his iirelates in the Old AVorld and in the New. De 
Morgan s pithy account of l»im will interest the com- 
pany : “Giordano Bruno was all paradox. He was, 
as has been said, a vorticist before Descartes, an opti¬ 
mist before Leibnitz, a Copernican before Galileo. It 
would l>e easy to collect a litmdrcd strange oj>inions of 
his. He was born about lo 30 , and was roasted alive 
at Rome, I'ebruar)' 17 , IfiOO, for tlic maintenance and 
defence of tlie Holy Church, and the rights and liber¬ 
ties of the same.” 

Number Seven could not contain biinsclf when the 

reading had readied this point. He rose from his 

chair, and tinkled liis spoon against the side of his 

teacup. It may have been a fancy, but I tbou-bt it 

returned a sound wbieb Mr. Richard Briggs would 

have recognized as implying an organic defect. But 

Number Seven did not seem to notice it, or, if he did, 
to mind it. 

A\ hy did n t wo all have a chance to help erect 
that statue?” he cried. “A murdered heretic at tho 
bcpnnmg of the seventeenth century, a hero of know¬ 
ledge in tho nineteenth,— I drink to the memory of 
the roasted crank, Giordano Bruno! ” 

Number Seven lifted his teacup to Lis lips, and 
most of us followed Lis example. 
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After tills oiitbuist of emotion and eloqucuco liad 
subsided, and the teaspoons lay quietly in their sau¬ 
cers, I went on with luy extract from the book I had 
in hand. 

I think. I said, that the passage which follows will 
bi' new and instructive to most of the company. Do 
iMorgan's interpretation of the cabalistic sentence, 
made up as }ou will lind it, is about as ingenious a 
})iccc of fanciful exposition ns you will be likely to 
meet with tinywhcro in any book, new or old. 1 am 
the >uore willing to mention it as it suggests a puzzle 
wliich some of the company may like to work upon. 
Observe the character and position of the two dis¬ 
tinguished philosophers who tlid not think their time 
thrown away in laboring at this seemingly puerile 
task. 


‘•There is a kind of Cabbala Alphabetica which 
tlic investiiiators of the numerals in words would do 

O 

well to take up ; it is the formation of sentences which 
contain all the letters of the ali)habot, and each only 
once. No one has done it with v and y* treated as con¬ 
sonants ; but you and I can do it. Dr. AVhcwell and 
I amused ourselves some years ago with attempts. 
He could not make sense, though he joined words; 
he gave me Phiz, st3'x, wrong, buck, flame, quiz. 

I g.ave him the following, which ho agreed was 
‘ admirable sense,* — I certainly think the words 
would never have come together except in this way: 
I quartz p3'x who fling muck beds. I long thought 
that no human being could say this xinder any circuui- 
btanccs. At last I happened to be reading a religious 
writer, — as ho thought himself, — who threw asper¬ 
sions on his opponents thick and threefold. Heyday I 
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caiue into my head; this fellow flings mnck beds ; ho 
must be a quartz pyx. And thou I remembered that 
a pyx is a sacred vessel, and quartz is a hard stone. — 
as Iiard as the heart of a religious foe-curser. So that 
the line is the motto of tlio ferocious sectarian who 
turns his religious vessels into mud-holders, for the 
benefit of those who will not see what he sees.*’ 

There are several other sentences given, in which 
all the letters (except v and J as consonants) arc 
employed, of which “ the following is the best: Get 
nymph ; quiz sad brow ; fix luck, — which in more 
sober English w’ould be, ISIarry ; be cheerful ; watch 
3’our business. There is more edification, more reli¬ 
gion, in this than in all the COG interpretations put to¬ 
gether.” 

Tliere is something very pleasant in the thought of 
these two sages playing at jackstraws with the letters 
of the alphfti^et. The task whiclx I)e Morgan and Dr. 
Whew’cll, “ the omniscient,” set themselves would not 
be uuw'orthy of our own ingenious scholars, and it 
might be w’orth w'hile for some one of our popular 
periodicals to offer a prize for the best sentence using 
up the whole al[)habct, under the same conditions as 
those submitted to by our two ixhilosophers. 

This whole book of De Morgan’s seems to me full 
of instruction. There is too much of it, no doubt; yet 
one can put up with the redundancy for the sake of 
the multiplicity of shades of credulity and self-decep¬ 
tion it displays in broad daylight. I suspect many of 
us are conscious of a second personality in our com¬ 
plex nature, which has many traits resembling those 
found in the writers of the letters addressed to ^Ir. 
De Morgan. 

I have not ventured very often nor very deeply into 
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the field of metaphysics, but if I were disposed to 
inalco any claim in tliat divcction, it would be the 
recognition of the squinting* brain, the introduction of 
the term “ ccrebrieity ” corresponding to eleetricitv, 
the idiotic area in tlie brain or thinking-marrow, and 
iny studies of the second member in the partnership 
of I-My-Sclf Co. I add the Co. with especial refer¬ 
ence to a very interesting article in a late Scribner, by 
my friend Mr. 'William James. In tliis arliclc the 
reader will lind a full exposition of the doctrine of 
pliu*al personality ilhistrated by striking eases. I have 
long ago noticed and referred to tlie fact of the strat- 
ificalion of the currents of thought in thi’cc lay'crs, one 
over tlie other. 1 have rccogni/cd that where tliere 
arc two indi\iduals talking together there arc really 
si.x iicrsonalitios engaged in the conversation. But 
tlie distinct, separable, independent individualities, tak¬ 
ing up conscious life one after the other, .are brought 
out by Mr. James and the authorities to which ho re¬ 
fers as I liave not »I'^ewhcre seen them develojicd. 

bethel* we shall t‘\cr llud the exact position of 
the idiotic centre or area in the brain (if such a spot 
exists^ is uncertain. e know exactly where tlio 
blind spot of the eye is situated, and can demonstrato 
it anatomically and ph^-siologically. But we have only 
analogy to load us to infer the possible or even prob¬ 
able existence of an insensible spot in the thinking- 
coiitie. If tliorc is .a focal point where consciousness 
is at its higbest development, it would not be strango 
if near by there should }>rovc to be an anaesthetic dis¬ 
trict or limited space where no report from the senses 
was intelligently interpreted. But all this is luero 
Iiypothesis. 

Notwithstanding the fact that I am uomiually the 
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head personage of the circle of Teacups, I do not pre¬ 
tend or wish to deny that we all look to Kinnher Five 
as our chief adviser in all the literary questions that 
come before us. She reads more and better than any 
of us. She is always ready to weleorao the fii'st sign 
of genius, or of talent which approaches genius. She 
makes short work with all the pretendei*s whose only 
excuse for appealing to the public is that they “ want 
to be famous.” She is one of the very few persons to 
whom I am willing to read any one of my own pro¬ 
ductions while it is yet in manuscript, unpublished. 1 
know she is ilisposed to make more of it than it de¬ 
serves ; but, on the other hand, there are degrees in 
her sc.alo of judgment, and I can distinguish very 
easily what delights her from what pleases only, or is, 
except for her kindly feeling to the writer, indifrerent, 
or oi>en to severe comment. What is curious is that 
she seems to have no literary aspirations, no desire to 
be known as a writer. Yet Number Five lias more 
more sparkle, more sense in her talk, than many 
a famous authoress from whom we should expect bril¬ 
liant conversation. 

There arc mysteries about Number Five. I am not 
going to describe licr personally. Wliethor she be¬ 
longs naturally among the bright young people, or in 
the company of the maturcr persons, who have had a 
good deal of experience of the world, and have reached 
the wisdom of the riper decades without losing the 
gmccs of the earlier ones, it would be hard to say. 
The men and women, young and old, who throng about 
her forget their own ages. “ There is no such thing 
as time in her presence,” said tlie Professor, the other 
^y, in speaking of her. AVhether the Professor is 
311 love with her or not is more than I can say, but 
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I am siiro that he goes to her for literary sympathy 
and counsel, just ns I do. The rca»lcr may rcmcm- 
hor vdiat Number Five said nl)Out tlic possibility of 
licr g«'lting a sj>rained nnhlo, and Iier asking the 
young Doctor whether he felt e(pial to taking ehaigc 
<»f lier if she did. I would not for tlic world insinuate 
licit lie wishes she would .sHj> and twist her foot a 
little, — just a little, you know, but so that it would 
have to be laid on a pillow in a chair, and inspected, 
and bandaged, and delicately manipulated. There 
Mas a banana-skin wliich she miglit naturally have 
trodden on, in her May to the tea-table. Nobody 
can suj)]^ose that it was tliero except by the most in¬ 
nocent of accidents. There are people mIio m IU sus- 
])ect everybody. The idea of the Doctor's putting 
tliat banana-skin there! I’eoplc love to talk in that 
.silly M’ay about doctors. 

Number Five liail promised to read us a narrative 
M-hich she thought would interest some of the com- 

O 

])any. AVho M'rotc it she did not tell us, but I inferred 
from various eireumstancos that she had knoMui the 
M'riter. She read the story most etTeetively in her 
rich, musical voice. I noticed that when it came to 
tlio sounds of the striking clock, the ringing of the 
notes was so like that which reaches us from some far- 
olf cathedral tower that m'c wanted to bow our heads, 
as if we had just heard a summons to the Angelus. 
This M’as the short story that Number Five read to 
'J'hc Teacups : — 

I have soinowherc read this anecdote. Louis the 
I'ourteenth was looking out, one day, from a window 
of his palace of Saint-Germain. It was a beautiful 
landscape which spread out before him, and the uion- 
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arch, exulting in health, strength, and the splendors 
of h\^ exalted position, felt his bosom swell with emo¬ 
tions of pride and happiness. Presently he noticed 
the towei-s of a church in the distance, above the tree- 
tops. “ What building is that?” he asked, “ilay 
it please your Majesty, that is the Church of St. Denis, 
where your royal ancestor.^ have been buried for many 
generations.” The answer did not “please his lioyal 
Majesty. ’ There, then, was the place where he too 
was to lie and moulder in the dust. IIo turned, sick 
at heart, from the window, and was uneasy until lie 
had built him another palace, from which he could 
never be ajipaUed by that fatal prospect. 

Something like the experience of Louis tlic Four¬ 
teenth was tliat of the owner of 


TiIE TERRIHLE CLOCK. 

I give the story as transcribed from the ori-lnal 
manuscript: — ° 

Tlio clock was bcqucatlied to me by an old friend 
who had recently died. His mind had been a good 
deal disordered m the later jieriod of his life. This 
clock, I atn told, seemed to liave a strange fa,scination 
for him Ills eyes were fastened on it during the last 
l oiip of his life. He died just at midnight. Tl.e 
clock struck twelve, the nurse told me, as he drew 
his l.Lst breath, and then, without any known cause, 
Stopped, with both hands upon the hour. 

t IS a complex and costly piece of mechanism. Tho 
escapement is lu front, so that every tooth is seen as 
It frees itself. It shows the phases of the moon, tho 

of the week, as weU as the hour and niinuto of tho 
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I Imd not owned it a week before I began to per¬ 
ceive the same of fascination as that which its 

former owner bad c\'pericnced. This gradually grew 
ui>on me, and presently led to trains of tho\ight which 
became at iirst unwelcome, then worrying, and at last 
unendurable. 1 be‘an bv taking ofYence at the moon. 

I dill jmt like to sec that “ something large and smooth 
and round,’' so like the skull which little IVterkin 
picked up on the field of Dlenheim. “^llow many 
times,'’ I kept saying to myself, “is that wicked old 
moon coming up to stave at me ? " 1 could not stand 

it. I stopped a part of the machinery, and the moon 
wont into permanent eclipse. Hy and by the sounds 
of the infernal macbinc began to trouble and pursue 
me. They taUetd to me ; more and more their lan¬ 
guage became that of articulately .speaking men. Tlicy 
twitted me with the rapid flight of time. They Imr- 
riod mo, as if I had not a moment to lose. (Juick ! 
(^uick! Quick! as each tooth released itself from the 
escapement. And as I looked and li.steucd there could 
not he any mistake about it. I heard (Juiek! C^uick ! 
Quick ! as jilainly, at Ica-^t, as I ever heard a word 
from the jdionograpli. 1 stood watching the dial one 
day, — it was near one o'clock, — and a strange at¬ 
traction held me fastened to the spot. Presently some¬ 
thing appeared to trip or stumble inside of the infer¬ 
nal mechanism. I waited for the sound I knew was 
to follow. How nervous I got! It seemed to mo 
that it would never strike. At last the minute-hand 
reached tlie highest point of the dial. Then there was 
a little stir among the works, as there is in a congre¬ 
gation as it rises to receive the benediction. It was 
no form of blessing which rung out those deep, almost 
sepulchral tones. But the word they uttered could 
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not be mistaken. I can hear its prolonged, solemn 

Vibrations as if I were standing before tlie clock at 
this moment. 

Gone! Ics, I said to my.self, gone, — its record 
made up to be opened in eternity. 

I stoocl still, staving vaguely at the dial as in a 
trance. And as the next hour creeps stealthily u,,, it 
starts all at once, aiul cries aloud. Gone! —Gone! 
The sun s.nt, lower, the hour-hand creeps domiward 
th It, until I Iicar the thrico-repeated monosyllable. 
Gone ! _ Gone ! - Gone I So on through the dark¬ 
ening hours, until at the dead of night the long roll is 
called, and with the last Gone I the latest of the loiur 
procession tluat filled the day follows its ghostly coin- 
1 anions into the stillness and darkness of the iiast 
I silenced the striking part of the works. .Still the 
C3c.ape,nent ke],t repeating, (Jnick 1 (inick I Quick ! 
bt.ll the long minute-hand, like the dart in the gr.asp 

Mrs N?’l r T nioniinient to 

Mrs. ^ iglitingale, among the tombs of ■\Vestmiustor 

Abbey, stretched itself out, ready to transfix each hour 

nexr Then ‘’■'‘y to the 

next. Then would come, in natural order the lone 

stiide from one month to the following one ’ 

I could endure it no longer ^^ Talnil * i i 

away, ^ w r mo 

urs * 1 thought I needed country air Tlio 

BoundB and motions stiU pursued me in iLgLtTon 
I was very nervous when I came here Th.* w 

Tirhoardn! “““ "“necessarily hi.di 

think. But wo have tiL n ’ “ n»scollaticous, I 

of the United States, and ^MtfnSta 
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jK'i'sons, if wo may trust vbat they tell about them¬ 
selves. 

After we had listened to Number Five's story, I was 
io<inested to roa<l a couple of verses written by me 
wlien the guest of my friends, whose name is liinted 
by the title prefjxed to my lines. 

LA MAISOX D’OR. 

(HAR irARUOK.) 

From f;iir home holiohl on either sido 
'Die restful juouutniiis or the restless sen: 

So tlie warm sholteriu" walls of life divide 
Time and its tides from still eternity. 

Look on the waves : their stormy voices teach 
That not on earth may toil and stniggle cease. 

Lo«*k on the mountains : better far than speech 
Their silent promise of eternal peace. 




VIII. 


I HAD intended to devote this particular report to 
an account of my replies to certain questions which 
have been addressed to me, — questions whieh I have 
a right to suppose interest the public, and which, there- 
tore, I was justified in bringing before The Teaeups 
and presenting to the readers of these articles 

Some may care' for one of these questions, and some 
for another A good many young people think noth- 
ng about life as it presents itself in the far horizon, 
bounded by the snowy ridges of threescore and the 
chm peaks beyond that remote barrier. Again, there 

th! Jews""! f 

.liccaXtX sT^itt P-j'- 

S-»- - s; 

“uh^theT ^"tVmustleal 

ect Thor • " “‘‘““1'*“® 

iapponed .-rce’r^ ^ 


/ 
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live plionogr.'ipli lying about here and there in unsus¬ 
pected corners, that might account for some part of 
m3' revelations. If Delilah, whose heaving is of almost 
.supernatural dclieac\\ reports to tuc wliat slic over- 
lioars, it might c.\i>lain a part of the mystery. I do 
not want to aeeiise Delilah, but a voung' per-son who 
assure.s me she can hear 1113’ wateli tiehlng in my 
poeh< t. wlicn I am in the next room, might undoubt¬ 
edly tkll man3' .secret if so disposed. Xumber Five 
is luelty nearly omniscient, and ^he and I arc on the 


best, tc'rms willi cp.eli other. Those arc all the hints I 


shall give 3‘ou at prc.sent. 

'I'hc Teacups of wliom the least has been beard at 
our table are the Tutor and the ^lusieitin. The Tutor 


is a modest young man, kept down a little, I think, by 
the ju'eseneo of okler ]>cr.-ons, like the Professor and 
my.self. I have met him several limes, of late, wallc- 
ing with ditVeront l i lv d'eaenps; once with the Amer¬ 
ican Annex; twice with the Fnglisli Annex; once 
with the two Annexes logeUicr ; once with Number 


I have mentioned the fact that the Tutor is a poet 
as among his claims to our attention. I must add that 
I do not think an3' the worse of him for expressing his 
emotions and experiences in verse. For though rh3'm- 
ing is often a bad .sign in a 3’oung man, especially if 
he is alread3' teens, there arc those to whom 

it is as natural, one might almost say as necessary, as 
it is to a 3'oung bird to fl3'. One docs not care to see 
barn3'ard fowls tumbling about in trying to use their 
wings. Thc3' a pair of good, stout drumsticlcs, 

and had better keep to them, for the most part. But 
that feeling does not apply to young eagles, or even to 
yevng sw'allows and sparrows. The Tutor is by no 
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moaus one of those i^orant, silly, conceited jdirasc- 
tinklci's, who live on the music of their own jingling’ 
syllables ancl the flattery of their foolish friends. I 
think Number Five must appreciate him. lie is sin¬ 
cere, warm-hearted,— his poetry shows that, —not in 
haste to be famous, and he looks to me as if he only 
u anted love to steady him. itli one of those two 
young girls he ought certainly to bo captivated, if he 
is not already. Tv:ice walking with the English An¬ 
nex, I met him, and they were so deeply absorbed in 
conversation they bardly noticed me. lie has been 
talking oyer the matter with Number Five, who is 
just tbc kind of per.son for a confidante. 

“ I know I feel very lonely, ” ho was saying, “and 
I only wish I fult sure that I could make another jier- 
son liappy, I^Iy life would be transfigured if I could 
find such a one, wliom I could love well enough to 

give my life to her, — for licr, if that were ncedfTil, 

and who felt an affinity for me, if any one could.*’ 

“And why not your English maiden?” said Num- 
ber Five. 

11 hat makes you think I care more for her than 
for her American friend?” said the Tutor. 

“IVhy, haven’t I met you walking with her, and 

did n t you both scorn greatly interested in the siibicet 

you were discussing? I thought, of course, it was 

sometljing more or less sentimental that you wore 
talking about.’* 

“I was explaining that ‘ enclitic do ’ in Brownin «'’8 
Grammarian’s Funeral. I don’t think there was any¬ 
thing very sentimental about that. She is an inquisi¬ 
tive creature, that English girl. She is very fond of 
asking me questions, — in fact, both of them are. 
Ihcre IS one curious difference between them: the 
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English girl settles dovTi into her answers and Is 
quiet; the jVinericaii girl is never satisfied with yes¬ 
terday’s conclusions; she is always reopening old 
(piestions in the liglit of some new fact or some novel 
idea. I snpj>ose that people bred from childhood to 
lean their backs against the wall of the Creed and the 
eluireh catechism find it hard to sit up straight on the 
republican stool. whi..li obliges them to stitVeu their 
own backs. Inch of these two girls would be the 
safest choice for a young man ? 1 should really like 

to hear what answer you would make if 1 consulted 
yon seriously, witli a view to my own choiee, — on the 
supposition tliat lliere was a fair chance that cither of 
them might be won.'’ 

Ihe one you arc in love with, ” answered Number 
Five. 


“ But wbat if it were a case of ‘How bappy could 
T bo with either ’ ? ’Which offers the best chance of 
haj>pincss, — a marriage between two persons of tho 
.same country, or a marriage where one of the parties 
is of foreign birtli? Everything else being c<puil, 
wliich is best for an American to marry, an American 
or an English girl? AVo need not eoufinc the ques¬ 
tion to those two young persons, but put it more gen¬ 
erally.” 

“ There are reasons on both sides,” answered Num¬ 
ber Five. “ I have often talked this matter over with 
d he Dictator. This is the way he speaks about it. — 
English blood is a}>t to tell well on the stock upon 
which it is engrafted. Over and over again ho has 
noticed finely grown specimens of human beings, and 
on inquiry has found that one or both of the parents 
or gi’andparents were of Bntish origin. Tho chances 
arc that tho descendants of the imported stock will bo 
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of a richer organization, more florid, more mnscidar, 
with mellower voices, than the native whose blood has 
been unrainglcd with that of new emigrants since the 
earlier colonial times. — So talks Tlie Dictator. — I 
myself think the American will find his English wife 
concentrates herself more readily and more exclusively 
on her husband, — for the obvious reason that she is 
obliged to live mainly in him. I remember hearing 
an old friend of my early days say, ‘ A woman does 
not I)ear transplanting.* It does not do to trust these 
old sayings, and yet they almost alwaj’s have some 
foundation in tho experience of mankind, which has 
rejieated tlicm from generation to generation. IIapi>y 
is the married woman of foreign birth who can say 
to her husbaml, as Andromache sai«l to Hector, after 
onuinerating all tlic dear relatives she had lost, — 

A et whilu iny Hector .still siu vives, I sco 
Jly father, tnothcr, brethren, all in thee I * 

How many a sorrowing wife, exiled from her native 
country, dreams of the mother she shall see no more I 
How many a widow, in a strange land, wishes that her 
poor, wornK)ut body could be laid among her kinsfolk, 
in tlio little clmrchyanl where .she used to gatlicr 
daisies in her childhood ! It takes a groat deal of love 
to keep down the ‘climbing sorrow ’ that swells up in 
a woman s throat when such memories seize u])on her, 
in her moments of desolation. lint if a foreign-born 
w'omaii docs willingly give up all for a man, and never 
looks backward, like Lot’s wife, she is a prize tliat it 
is worth running a risk to gain, — that is, if she has 
the making of a good woman in her; and a few years 
will go far towards naturalizing her.” 

The Tutor listened to Number Five with much aiv 
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parent interest. “ Aiul now, *' he said, “what do you 
tlnuk of ]icr companion ? " 

“A charming girl for a man of a quiet, casj’ tem¬ 
perament. The great troiihle is with her voice. It is 
pitched a full note too high. It is aggressive, disturh- 
iuir. and would wear out a nervous man witliout his 
ever knowine- what was the matter with lum. A 
"ood manv cra/.v Noitliern iioonle would recover their 
reason if tliey coidd live for a year or two among the 
blacks of the Soulliern States. But the penetrating, 
perturbing quality (*f the voices of many of our 
Xuitbern women has a great deal to answer for in the 
way of determining love and fri^-ndship. ^ on remciu- 
ber that dear fi ieiul of ours who left us not long sinec ? 
If there w’orc more voices lilce hers, tlic world would 
be a dilTerent place to live in. I do not believe any 
man or woman ever came within the range of those 
sweet, trampiil tones without l>eing hushed, captivated, 
entranced 1 might almost .say, hy their calming, .sooth¬ 
in'’- iullueuec. C’an vou not imagine the tones in wlueh 
those words, MVaee, be still,’ were .spoken? Such 
was the elTeet of the voice to wlileh hut a few weeks 
ago we were listening. It is hard to believe that it 

O O 

has died out of human consciousness. Can such a 
voice be s)>aied from that worhl of happiness to which 
we fondly look forward, where we lore to dream, if wo 
do not belieyo with assured conviction, that whatever 
is loveliest in this our mortal condition .shall he with 
us again as an undying pos.scssion ? Your English 
friend has a very agreeable voice, round, mellow, 
cheery, and her articulation is charming. Other things 
being equal, I think j’ou, who are, i>crliaps, oversensi¬ 
tive, would live from two to three years longer with 
her than with the other. I suppose a man wdio lived 
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within hearing of a murmuring brook would find his 
life shortened if a sawmill were set up within earshot 
of his dwelling.” 

“ And so you ad\nso me to make love to the Eng¬ 
lish girl, do j'ou ? ” asked the Tutor. 

Number Five laughed. It was not a loud laugh, — 
she never laughed noisily; it was not a very hearty 
laugh ; the idea did not seem to amuse her much. 

“ No, she said, I won t take the responsibilltv. 
l*erhaps this is a case in whieh the true reading of 
Gay’s lino would bo 

How happy could I bo with neither. 

There arc several young women in the world besides 
our two Annexes.” 

I question whetlier the Tutor had asked those ques¬ 
tions very seriously, and I doubt if Number Five 
thought ho was very much in earnest. 


One of The Teacups reminded me tliat I had prom¬ 
ised to say something of my answers to certiiin ques¬ 
tions. So I began at once: — 


I have given the name of hrain - lapj^cvs to tlio 
literary operatives wlio address persons whose names 
are well known to the public, asking their ojiiiiions 
or their experiences on sulqects wldch are at the time 
of general interest. They expect a literary man or a 
scientific expert to furnish them materials for sympo¬ 
sia and similar articles, to bo used by them for their 
o^v^l special pur|>osc 3 . Sometimes they expect to pay 
for the information furnished them ; at other times, 
the honor of being included in a list of noted ijerson- 
ages wlio have received similar requests is thought 
sufficient compensation. The object with which the 
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V)iain-tappor put^ liis questions may Ijg a purely be¬ 
nevolent ami entirely disinterestecl one. Sueli was the 
object of some of those questi<uis which I have received 
and answered, Tliero are otlier cases, in which the 
brain-taj'per is actinj:^ much ns those jiersons do who 
sto]) a ]>liysioian in the street to tallc with him about 
tlieir livers or stomac-hs, or otlier internal arrange¬ 
ments, instead of goinpj to Ids otliee and consulting 
Iiiin, (‘xpecting to pay for his advice. Others are 
more lilce those busy women wlio, having tin* gencr- 
oils inti'iition of making a handsome present to their 
l»a-<tor, at as littl<‘ expense as may be. send to all their 
neighbors and acquaintanoos for scraps of various ma¬ 
terials, out of wliieb the inqiosing “ bedspreador 
eonnterpaue is to be elaborated. 

That is all very well so long as old pieces of stuff 
.arc all the}* call for, hut it is a diiferent matter to ask 
f<ir elijipings out of new ami uncut lolls of elotli. So 
it is oin* thing to ask .an author for liberty to use ex¬ 
tracts from his puhlishcd writings, and it is a very 
ditYeront thing to exjicct him to write cxjirossly for 
the editor's or compiler's piece of literary patchwork. 

I have received many questions within the last year 
or two, some of which 1 am willing to answer, but 
prefer to answer at my own time, in my own way, 
llirough my I'ustomary channel of communication with 
tlu*)mblic. I hoj>c I shall not bo misunderstood as 
inqdying any reproach against the inipiirors who, in 
ordrr to get at facts wliieh ought to bo known, Jtl>ply 
to all whom thej' can roach for information. Their 
impiisitivencss is not alwa3’s agreeable or welcome, 
but we ought to be glad that there arc mousing fact- 
hunters to worry ns with queries to which, for the 
sake of the public, we are bound to give our atten-. 
tion. T.,ct me begin with my brain-tappers. 
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And first, as the papers have given publicity to the 
fact that I, Tlie Dictator of this tea-table, have roacluMl 
the age of threescore j’cars and twenty, I am requested 
to give information as to how I managed to do it, and 
to explain just how they can go and do likewise. I 
think I can lay down a few rules that will lu-lp them 
to the desired result. There is no certainty in these 
biological problems, but there are reasonable probabil¬ 
ities upon which it is safe to act. 

The first thing to be done is, some years before 
birth, to advertise for a couple of parents both belong¬ 
ing to long-lived families. Kspeeiiilly let the mother 
come of a race iu which octogenarians and nonagena¬ 
rians are very common phenoincna. There are prac¬ 
tical dilHcnltics in following out this suggestion, but 
l)o.ssilily the forethought of your ju-ogenitoi-s, or tliat 
concurrence of circumstances which we call accident, 
may have arranged this for you. 

Do not think that a robust organization is any war¬ 
rant of long life, nor tliat a frail and slight bodily 
constitution necessarily means scanty length of days. 
Many a strong-limbed young man and many a bloom- 
ing young woman luivc I seen failing and dropping 
away iu or before middle life, and many a delicate 
and slightly constituted person outliving the athletes 
and the beauties of their generation, A\'hether the 
excessive development of the muscular system is com¬ 
patible with the best condition of general health is, I 
think, more than doubtful. The muscles are great 
sponges that suck up and make use of large quantities 
of blood, and tho other organs must be liable to suffer 
for W’ant of their share. 

One of the Seven "Wiso Men of Greece boiled his 
wisdom down into two words, /ij/Siv oya>, — nothing too 
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ninoh. It is n. rulo wliioh ^vill apply to food, exercise, 
lahnr, sloop, and, in short, to every part of life. This 
is not so very difficult a matter if one begins in good 
season and forms regular habits. Ihit what if I 
should lay down tlio rule. Bo cheerful : take all the 
troubles and trials of life with perfect ccpianimity and 
a smilinf'’ countenance? Admirable directions! Your 
friend, the curly-haired blonde, with llorid eomjdexion, 
round cliecks, the best possible digestion and respira¬ 
tion, the stomach of an ostrich and the lungs of a 
]icai l-divcr, f.nds it perfectly easy to carry them into 
]>racticc. You, of leaden eonn>lexion, with black and 
lank hair, lean, hollow-eyed, dyspeptii’, nervous, find 
it not so c.asy to be always hilarious and happy. The 
truth is that the persons of tliat buoyant disposition 
which comes always heralded by a smile, as a yacht 
driven by a favoring breeze carries a wreath of spar¬ 
kling foam before her, are born with their hajipiness 
ready made. The^’ cannot help being cheerful any 
more than their saturnine fellow-mortal can help sec- 
in<I everything through the {‘loud he c.arries with him. 
I give you the precept, then, J 3 c cheerful^ for just 
what it is worth, as I would recommend to you to bo 
six feet, or at least live feet ten, in stature. You can¬ 
not settle that matter for yourself, but you can stand 
up straight, and give your five feet five its full value. 
You can help .along ,a little by wearing high-heeled 
shoes. So you can do something to encourage your¬ 
self in serenity of aspect and demeanor, keeping your 
Uifu-mities and troubles in the background instead of 
making them the staple of your conversation. This 
piece of advice, if followed, may bo worth from three 
to five years of the fourscore w’hich you hope to at¬ 
tain. 
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If, on the other hand, instead of going about clicer- 
ily in society, making the best of everything and as 
far as possil^lc forgetting your troubles, you can make 
up yovir mind to economize all yoi\r stores of vital 
cnerg}', to hoard your life as a miser hoards his 
money, you will stand a fair chance of living until you 
arc tired of life, — fortunate if everybody is not tired 
of you. 

One of my prescriptions for longevity may .startle 
you somewhat. It is this: J 2 ccomc the subject of a 
mortal disease. Let half a dozen doctors thump you, 
and knead you, and test 3*011 in evoiy possible wa3', 
and render their verdict th.at 3*011 have an internal 
complaint; they don't know exactly what it is, but it 
will ccrtaiidy kill 3’ou by and by. Then bid farewell 
to the world and shut 3'ourself up for an invalid. If 
3*011 aie threescore 3'ears old when 3*011 begin this mode 
of life, 3*011 may ver)* probabl3' last twent3* 3’ears, and 
there 3*ou are, — an octogenarian. In the mean time, 
your friends outside have been dropping off, one after 
another, until 3*011 find 3*oursclf almost alone, nursing 
your mortal complaint as if it were 3’our bab}*, hug¬ 
ging it and kept alive b3' it,— if to exist is to live. 
Who has not seen cases like this, — a man or a wo¬ 
man shutting himself or herself up, visited by a doc¬ 
tor or a succession of doctors (I romeinber that once, 
in my earlier ox^jerience, I was tho twent3'-sevcnth 
physician who had been consulted), alwa3*s taking 
medicine, until everybody was reminded of that impa¬ 
tient speech of a relative of one of these invalid vam¬ 
pires who live on tho blood of tired-out attendants, 
“I do wish she w*ould get well — or aomething^' ? 
Persons who are shut up in that way, confined to their 
chambers, sometimes to their beds, have a very small 
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amount of vital cxpemlitiire, and wear out very little 
of their living" substance. They are like lamps with 
luilf their wicks picked down, and will continue to 
hum when other lamps have useil up all their oil. An 
insi;rance oflice iniiilit make money by takiii'T no risks 
t'xcept on lives of persons sutVering" froju mortal dis¬ 
ease. It is on this jninciplc of economizing; the 
powers of life that a very eminent American physician, 
— Dr. AVeir ^litchell, a man of genius, — has founded 
his treatment c»f certain cases of neryous exh.austion. 

AVh.at haye 1 got to say about temperance, the use 
of animal food, and so foith? These are (piestions 
asked me. Nature has i>iovcd a wise teacher, as I 
think, in my own case. The older I grow, the less 
use I make of alcoholic stimulants. In fact, I hardly 
meddle with them at all, except a glass or two of 
champagne occasionally. I find that by far the best 
borne of all drinks containing alcohol. I do not suj)- 
pose my exjiericnce can be the foundation of a univei*- 
sal rule. Di-. Holyoke, who lived to be a huiidreil, 
used habitually, in moderate ipiantitics, a mixture of 
eider, water, and rum. 1 think, as one grows older, 
less food, especially less auiinal food, is reipiired. 13 ut 
old people have a right to be epicures, if they can af¬ 
ford it. The pleasures of the palate arc among tho 
last gratifications of tho senses allowed them. A\'’o 
begin life as little cannibals, — feeding on tho flesh 
and blood of our mothers. AVe ranac through all the 
vegetable and animal products of nature, and 1 sup¬ 
pose, if the second childliood coidd return to the food 
of the first, it might prove a wholesome diet. 

AVhat do I say to smoking ? I cannot grudge an 
old man his pipe, but I think tobacco often does a 
good deal of harm to the health, — to the eyes espe- 
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cially, to the nervous system generally, producing head¬ 
ache, palpitation, and trembling. I myself gave it up 
many years ago. Philosophically speaking, I think 
self-narcotization and self-alcoholization are rather ig¬ 
noble substitutes for undisturbed self-consciousness 
and unfettered self-control. 

Here is another of those brain-tapping letters, of 
similar character, which I have no objection to answer¬ 
ing at my own time and in the place which best suits 
me. As the questions must be supposed to bo aske<l 
with a purely scientific and philanthropic purpose, it 
can make little difference when and where they aio 
answered. For myself, I prefer our own tea-table to 
the 8yini)0sia to wl»ich I am often invited. I do not 
quarrel with those who invite tlieir friends to a ban¬ 
quet to which many stmugers arc expected to contiib- 
ute. It is a very easy and pleasant way of giving an 
entertainment at little cost and with no rc-sponsibility. 
Somebody ha.s been writing to me about “ Oatmeal 
and Literature,” and somebody else wants to know 
whether I have found character iniluenced by diet ; 
also whether, in my o[)inion, oatmeal is preferable to 
pic as an American national food. 

In answer to these question.s, I shoukl say that I have 
my beliefs and prejudices ; but if I were pressed hard 
for my proofs of their correctness, I should make but a 
poor show in the witness-box. !Most assuredly 1 do 
believe that body and mind arc much influenced by 
the kind of food habitually depended upon. I am 
persuaded that a too exclusively porcino diet gives a 
bristly character to the beard and hair, which is bor¬ 
rowed from the animal whoso tissues these stiff-bearded 
compatriots of ours have too largely assimilated. I 
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cnii never stray amon" the village people of our windy 
capes without now and then coining upon a human be¬ 
ing wlio looks as if he had been split, salted, and 
dried, like llu' salt-fish which has built up his ari<l oi*- 
gnnisin. If tlio body is inodific<l by the foo<l which 
nourishes it. tlio mind and I'haracter very certainly will 
be modified by it also. know eiu)U 2 .h of their 

close connection willi each other to bo sure of that, 
without any statistical obscrv.ations to ]>rovc it. 

T>o \ou I'cally want to know “ whetlier oatmeal is 
preferable to j'io as an American national food **? I 


snp])Osc the best answer I can give to 3'our question is 
to tell you what is my own practice. Oatmeal in the 


morning, as an architect lays a bed of concrete to form 
a base for his sui)crstructure. Pie when I can get it; 


that is, of tlio genuine sort, for I am not patriotic 


enough to think very highly of the article n.amed after 
the Father of Ins Countiy, who was first in w'ar, first 


in peace, — not first in i)ics, according to my standard. 

'riicrc is a very odd prejudice against pie as an ar¬ 
ticle of diet. It is common to hoar cvci’y form of 
bodily degeneracy and infirmity attributed to this par¬ 
ticular favoiitc food. I see no rc.ason or sen.se in it. 


IVIr. Kmcrson believed in pie, and was almost indig¬ 
nant when a fellow-traveller refused the slice ho of¬ 
fered him. “ hy, INIr.-said he, “ is pic 

9 j}a( 7 c Jor / " If every Green ^Mountain boy has not 
eaten .a thousand times Ids weight in ajiplo, pumpkin, 
squash, and mince pic, call me a dumpling. And 
Colonel Ethan Allen w.as one of them, — Ethan Allen, 
W'lio, as the}' used to say, could w'rench off the head of 
a WT’ought nail with his teeth. 

If you niean to keep as well as possible, the less 
you thiuk about your health the bcttci’. You know 
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enough not to cat or drink what you have found does 
not agi'cc with you. You ought to know enough not 
to expose yourself needlessly to draughts. If you 
take a “ constitutional” walk with the wind when you 
can, and take a closed car against it if you can get 
one. IValking against the wind is one of the most 
dangerous kinds of exposure, if you arc sensitive to 
cold. But except a few simple rules such as I have 
ju.st given, let your health take care of itself so long 
as it behaves decentlj*. If you want to be siu'c not 
to roach threescore and twenty, get a little box of 
homcDopathic pellets and a little book of hommopathio 
prescriptions. 1 had a poor friend who fell into that 
way, and became at last a regular Ilahueinaniac. lie 
left a box of his little joker.s, which at last came into 
iny hands. The ])oor fellow had cultivated symidoins 
a.s other people cultivate roses or chrysanthemums. 
"What a luxury of choice his imagination prc.sented to 
him t When one watches for symptoms, every organ 
in the body is ready to put in its claim. By and by 
a real illness attacked him, and the box of little pel¬ 
lets was shut up, to minister to his fancied evils no 
longer. 

hict me tell you ono tiling. I think if patients and 
phj'sicians were in the habit of recognizing the fact I 
am going to mention, both would be gainers. The 
law I refer to must be familiar to all observing physi¬ 
cians, and to all intelligent persons who have ^^iscrvcd 
their own bodily and mental conditions. This is tho 
curve of health. It is a mistake to suppose that tho 
normal state of health is represented by a straight 
horizontal line. ludcpendcntly of tho wcll-knouTi 
cau.ses which raise or depress the standard of vitality, 
there seems to be, — I think I may venture to say 
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there is,— a rJi3'thmic uiiclulation in the flow of the vital 
force. The dynamo ” which furnishes the working 
powers of consciousness and action has its annual, its 
luontlil^', its diurnal waves, even its moiuentary rip- 
idcs, in the current it furnishes. Tliere are Greater 
and lesser curves in the iiioveinent of cvciy day's life, 
— a series of ascending aiul descending movenicnts, a 
periodieity dei)cnding on the very nature of the force 
at work in the living organism. Thus we liave our 
good seasons ainl our bad seasons, our good days and 
our bad days, life climbing and descending in long or 

short undulations, which 1 have called the curve of 
health. 

Trom this fact spring a great iiroportion of the 
errors of medical practice. On it are based the delu¬ 
sions of the various shadowy systems which impose 
themselves on the ignorant and half-learned public as 
brandies or “ schools ” of .seioiice. A remedy taken 
at the time of the ascent in the curve of hcaltli is 
found suocessftd. llic same reined^'taken while the 
curve is in its downward movement proves a failure. 

So long as this biological law exists, so long tho 
charlatan will keep his liold on the ignorant public. 
So long as it exists, the wisest practitioner will be lia¬ 
ble to deceive himself about the effect of what he calls 
and loves to think are his remedies. Long-coutimied 
and sagacious ohservation will to some extent unde¬ 
ceive him ; but were it not for the happy illusiou that 
his useless or even deleterious drugs were doing good 
service, many a practitioner would give up lus calling 
for one in which he could be more certain that ho wa^ 
really being useful to tho subjects of his professional 
deahugs. For myself, I should prefer a physician of 
a sanguine tempei ameut, who had a firm belief in him- 


I 
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ficlf nntl his methods. I do not wonder at all that the 
public support a whole community of pretenders who 
show the ])ortraits of the patients they have cured. ’ 
Tlie best ph5'sicians will tell you that, thongli many 
patients get well under tlieir treatment, they rarely 
cure anybody. If you arc told also that the best ph}'- 
sitdaii has many more jjatients die on his hands than 
the worst of his fellow-practitioners, 5*011 may add 
these two statements to 5*our bundle of paradoxes, and 
if the}’ puzzle }'ou 1 will explain them at some future 
time. 

[I tahe this opportunit}’ of correcting a statement 
now going the roumls of the nicilical and jirobably 
other periodicals. In “The Journal of the Anu-rican 
Mc<Iical Association,” dated April 2 G, 1890 , published 
at Cliicago, 1 am reported, in fpiotatiou marks, as 
saying,— 

“ Give me opium, wine, and milk, and I will euro 
all diseases to which flesh is heir.” • 

Iiv the first place, I never said I will cure, or can 
cure, or w’ould or could cure, or had cured an}* disease. 
My venerated instructor. Dr. James Jackson, taught 
me never to use that expression. Vuro nutans, I take 
care of, ho use<l to sa}’, and in that sense, if }’ou mean 
nothing more, it is jirojierl}’ cinj)Io5'ed. So, in the 
aiiipintheatro of the Kcole do ]VI< 3 decinc, I used to 
read the words of Ainbroiso Pave, — “ Jc le pansa}’, 
Dicu le guarist.” (1 dressed Ins. wound, and God 
eiiied him.) Next, I am not in the habit of talking 
about “ the diseases to which flesh is lieir.” The ex¬ 
pression lias become ratlier too familiar for repetition, 
and belongs to the rhetoric of other latitudes. And, 
lastl}’, I have said some plain things, perhaps .some 
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sharp ones, about the abuse of drugs and the limited 
muuber of vitally iniiiortant reuicdies, but I am not so 
ignorantly iirosiunjituous as to make the foolish statc- 
niciit falsely attributed to me.] 


I paused a minute or two, and as no one spoke out, 
I ])ut a (piostion to tlie Counsellor. 

^Vre you <pute sure that you wish to live to be three¬ 
score and tweutv years old? 

Most certainly I do. Don't thc^' .say that Thco- 
])luast\is lived to his Imndn.-il and seventh year, and 
ilid n't he <-oniplain of the shortness of life ? At elg 
a m.an has laid just about time to got wariidy settled 
in Ins ne.'-t. l)o you suppose he does n’t enjoy the 
(juiet of tliat resting-place? No more haggard rc- 
s]>onsibility to keep him awake nights,— unless ho 
prefers to retain Ins hold on olliees and duties from 
wliieh he eau be cxeuseil if he chooses. No more goad¬ 
ing ajubit ions,— lie Icnows be has done his best. No 



more jealousii*s, if he were weak enough to feel such 
ignoble st'rrings in Ins more active season. An octo¬ 
genarian willi a good record, and free from annoying 


or distressing* inth-mities, ought to be the happiest of 
men. Everybody treats him with deference. Every¬ 
body wants to help him. lie is the ward of the gen¬ 
erations that have grown up .since ho was in the vigor 
of maturity. ^ os, let nu* live to be fourscore years, 
and then 1 will tell you whether I .should like a few 


more years or not." 

You carry the feelings of middle ago, I said, in im¬ 
agination, over into the period of senility, and then 
reason and dream about it as if its whole mode of be¬ 


ing were like that of the earlier period of life. But 
liow many things there are in old age which you must 


OVER THE TEACUPS. 


191 


live into if you would expect to huve realizing 

sense ” of their significance ! In the first jilacc, 3’ou 
have no coevals, or nc.xt to none. At fifty, jour vessel 
is stanch, and j’ou are on deck with the rest, in all 
weathei*s. At sixtj’, the vessel still floats, and j'ou are 
in the cabin. At seventj*, j'ou, with a few fellow-pas¬ 
sengers, ax’c on a raft. At eighty, j’ou are on a spar, 
to which, possiblj', one, or two, or three frieiuls of 
about j'our own age are still clinging. After tlr.it, 
J'OU must c.xpect soon to find yourself alone, if j’ou are 
still floating, with onlj* a life-[>reserver to keep j’our 
old white-bearded chin above the water. 

Kindness ? Yes, pUyintj kindness, which is a bitter 
sweet ill whicli the amiable ingredient can hardly be 
said to predominate. How pleasant do jou tliinlc it is 
to have an arm offered to you wlien you arc walklnir 
on .a level surface, wlicrc there is no chance to trlj)? 
How agreeable do j'ou suppose it is to have j'our well- 
meaning friends shout an<l screech at jou, as if jou 
were de.'if as an a<lder, insteail of only bi ing, as j ou 
insist, someivhat hard of hearing? I was a little over 
twentj' j'cars old when 1 wrote the lines which some 
of J'OU may have met with, for tlM*j' have been often 
reprinted : — 

Tlio mossy in.it-ljlcs rest 
Oil tlic lips tlial lie ii:is prost 
III tlic-ir bloom, 

Aiul the names lie loved to bear 
IIuvo been carved for many a year 
Oil tlio tomb. 

Tlic world was a garden to me then ; it is a churebyard 
now. 

“ I thought J'OU were one of those who looked upon 
old ago eheerfullj', and welcomed it as a season of 
peace and contented enjoyment.” 
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I am one of those ^vllo so regav<l it. Those are not 
hitter or scahling tears that fall from my eyes upon 
'* tlie mossy marhlcs.*' The yonno: who left my sido 
eni l\- in my life’s jovirnoy arc still witli me in the nii- 
clKinii'ctl freshness and heanty of youth. '\ hose who 
liaye long lvej>t company with me live on after tlicir 
seeming <leparture, wen* it only hy tlie more force of 
hahit : their images are all artmnd me. as if every sur- 
face had heen a sensitive tilm that photographed them ; 
tlu-lr vtiiees echo about me, as if thej' had been re- 
eorih‘d on tliosc unforgetting evHndei's which bring 
baelv to US the tones and accents that have imprinted 
tliem, as tlie hartleiu'd sands show ns the tracks of 
<‘xtinct animals. T'hc melancholy of old age has a 
tlivine tenderness in it. which only the sail exjicriences 
of life can lend a Imman soid. Ihit there is a lower 
level, — that of tranquil eontentmont and easy aequi- 
cseencc in the comlitions in which we find o\irselves ; 
a lowei- lovtd. in wliich old age trudges patiently when 
it is mit using its wings. I say its wings, for no pc- 
riotl of life is so imaginative as that whic*h looks to 
younger peo])lo the most prosaic. Tlie atmosphere of 
memory is one in which imagination Hies more easily 
and feels itself more at home than in the thinner ether 
of youthful anticipation. 1 have told you some of the 
ilrawbacks of age ; I woidd not liavc you forget its 
])rivileges. ^^"l>en it comes down from its aerial ex- 
cursi«uis. it has much left to enjoy on the humble plane 
of being. -\,nd so you think you would like to be¬ 
come an oetogeiiariau ? 

" I should,” said the Counsellor, now a man in the 
high noon of bodily and mental vigor. “ Four more 
— yes, five more — decades woidd not be too much, I 
think. And how much I should live to see in that 
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time ! I am glad you have laid down some rules by 

wliicb a man may reasonably expect to leap the eight* 

barred gate. I won’t promise to obey them all, 
though.” 

Among the questions addiesso<l to me, as to a largo 
number of other i)ersons, are tlic following. 1 take 
them from “The American Hebrew” of April 4 , 
1890 . I cannot pretend to answer them all, but I can 
say something about one or two of tliem. 

I. Can you, of your own personal experience, lind 
any justification whatever for the entertainment of 

prejudice towards individuals solely because they are 
Jews? 

II. Is this j)rcjudicc not due largely to the reli¬ 
gious instruction that is given I)y the cliureh and Sun¬ 
day-school ? For instance, tlie teacliings that tlie Jews 
ciucified Jesus; that they rejected liiin, and can only 
secure salvation by belief in liim, and similar matters 
that are calculated to excite in the impressionable 
mind of the child an aversion, if not a loathing, for 
members of ‘ the despised race.’ 

“III. Have you observed in the social or business 
life of tlic Jew, so far as your personal experience lias 
gone, any different standard of condui t than prevails 
among Christians of the same social status? 

“IV. Can you suggest what should be done to dis¬ 
pel the existing prejudice ? ” 

As to the first question, I have had very alight ac¬ 
quaintance with the children of Israel. I shared more 
or less the prevailing prejudices against the persecuted 
race. I used to read in my hymn-book, — I hope I 
quote correctly, — 

"See wliat a living Btouo 
. TIjc buililcri did refuse ) 
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Yet (Jod has hiiilt his church thereon, 

III spite of envious Jews.*’ 

I grew itp inheriting the traditional idea that they 
wore a race lying under a curse for their obstinacy in 
refusing tlie gospel. Like other children of New Eng¬ 
land birth, I walked in the narrow path of Puritan 
exclusiveness. The great historical cluireh of Chris¬ 
tendom was presented to me as Cimyan depicted it: 
one of the two giants sitting at the door of their caves, 
witli the bones of pilgrims seattcicil about them, and 
grinning at the travellers whom they could no longer 
devour. In tlio nurseries of old-fashioned Orthodoxy 
there was one religion in tlie worlil, — one religion, 
and a nmltitmle of detestable, literally d:imnahle im- 
jiositions, believed in by \meounted millions, who were 
doomed to perdition for so believing. The Jews were 
the believers in one of these false religions. It had 
been true once, but was now a pernicious and abomi¬ 
nable lie. Tlie principal use of the Jews seemed to bo 
to lend money, and to fullil the predictions of the old 
priiphets of their race. 

No doubt the individual sons of Abrabain wlioni wo 
found in our ill-favored and ill-flavored streets were 
apt to be unpleasing specimens of the race. It was 
against the most adverse influences of legislation, of 
religious feeling, of social repugnance, that the great 
names of dewisli origin made tliemselves illustrious ; 
that the jihilosophers, the musicians, the financiers, 
the statesmen, of the last centuries forced the world 
to recognize and accept them, lienjaiuin, the sou of 
Isaac, a son of Israel, as his family name makes ob¬ 
vious, has shown how largely Jewish blood Las been 
represented in the great men and women of modern 
days. 
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There are two ^artuos which Christians have found 
it very hard to exemplify in practice. Tliese are mod¬ 
esty and civilitj'. The Founder of the Christian re¬ 
ligion appeared among a people accustomed to look 
for a Messiah, — a special ambassador from heaven, 
with an authoritative message. They were intimately 
accpiainted with every expression having reference to 
this divine messenger. They had a religion of tlieir 
own, about which Christianity agrees with Judaism in 
asserting tliat it w.as of divine origin. It is a serious 
fact, to which we do not give all the attention it de¬ 
serves, that this divinely instructed people were not 
satisfied with the evidence that the young Kabbi who 
came to overthow their ancient church aiul found a 
new one was a supeinatur.il being. “ We tliink he 
was a great Doctor,” said a Jewish companion witli 
whom I was conversing. He meant a great Tcaclier, 
1 pre.sume, thougli healing the sick was one of his 
special oftices. Instead of I’cmcmberiug that they 
were entitled to form their own jinlgmcnt of the new 
Teacher, as they had judged of Hillel and other great 
instructors, Christians, as they called themselves, have 
insulted, calumniated, oppressed, abased, outraged, 
“the chosen race” during the long succession of cen¬ 
turies since the Jewish contemporaries of the Founder 
of Cliristianity made up their minds tliat he did not 
ineet the conditions required by the subject of the pre¬ 
dictions of their Scriptures. The course of the argu¬ 
ment against them is very briefly and effectively stated 
by l^Ir. Emerson : — 

“This was Jehovah come down out of heaven. I 
will kill you if you say ho w'as a man.” 

It seems as if there sliould he certain laws of eti¬ 
quette regulating the relation of different religious to 

N 2 
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each other. It is not civil for a £oUo^Yer of Mahomet 
to cull his ncijjhbor of another creed a “ Christian 
dog.” Still more, there should be .something like po¬ 
liteness in the hearing of Christian sects toward each 
other, and of buHcveis in the new dispensation toward 
those who still adhere to the old. e are in the habit 
of allowing a certain arrogant assumption to our Ho¬ 
man Catholic brethren. We have got used to their 
]>retensions. d'hey may call us heretics,” if tliey 
like. They may speak of us as “ infidels,” if they 
choose, especially if they say it in Latin. So long as 
there is m) impiisition, so long as there is no auto da 
/■(% we do not mind the hard words much ; and wo 
have as good phrases to give them back : the ^lan of 
Sin and tlm Scarlet Woman will serve for examples. 
l)ut it is better to be ciyil to each other all round. I 
dmd)t if a convert to the religion of !Mahomct was 
ever m.adc by calling a man a Christian dog. I doubt 
if a Hebrew ever became a good Christian if the bap¬ 
tismal rite was performed by spitting on his Jewish 
gabartUne. I have often thought of the advance in 
comity and true charity shown in the title of my late 
honored friend James Freeman Clarke’s book, “The 


Ten Great Heligions.” If the creeds of mankind try 
to understand each other before attempting mutual 
extermination, they will be siu*e to find a meaning in 
beliefs which arc different from their own. The 
old C'alvinistic spirit was almost savagely exclusive. 
A^'lllIc the author of the “Ton Great Keligions ” was 
gTowing up in Boston under the benignant, large- 
minded teachings of the Hev. James Freeman, the fa¬ 
mous Dr. John M. Mason, at New Yoi*k, was fiercely 


attacking 

i^rayer.” 


the noble humanity of “ The Universal 
“ lu preaching,” says his biograi>her, “ ho 
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onco quoted Pope's lines as to God’s being adored 
alike ‘ by saint, by savage, and by sage,’ and pro¬ 
nounced it (in his deepest guttural) ‘ the most damna¬ 
ble lie.’” 

What could the Hebrew expect when a' Christian 
preacher could use such language about a petition 
breathing the very soul of humanity? Happily, the 
true human spirit is encroaching on that arrogant and 
narrow-minded form of selfishness which called itself 
Christianity. 

The golden rule should govern u9 in dealing with 
those whom wo cal! unbelievers, with heathen, and 
with all who do not accept our religious views. The 
Jews arc with us as a perpetual lesson to teach us 
modesty and civility. Tlic religion wo profess is not 
self-eWdent. It did not convince tlio people to whom 
it was sent. have no claim to take it for gi’antod 

that wo arc all right, and they are all wrong. And, 
therefore, in the midst of all the triumphs of Christi¬ 
anity, it is well tliat the stately synagogue should lift 
its walls by the side of the aspiring cathedral, a per¬ 
petual reminder that there are many mansions in the 
Father’s earthly house as well as in the heavenly one ; 
that civilized luimanity, longer in time and broader iii 
space than any historical form of belief, is mightier 
than any one institution or organization it includes. 

Many years ago I argued with myself the proposi¬ 
tion which my Hebrew correspondent has suggested. 
Itecogniziug the fact that I was born to a birthright 
of national and social prejudices against “ the chosen 
people, chosen as the object of contumely and 
abuse by the rest of the world, — I pictured my own 
inherited feelings of aversion in all their intensity, 
and the strain of thought under the influence of wdiich 
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those prejudices gave way to a more human, a more 
truly Christian feeling of brotherhood. I must ask 
jour indulgence while I quote a few verses from a 
poem of my own, printed long ago under the title “ At 
the Pantomime." 

I was crowded between two children of Israel, and 
gave free inward expression to my feelings. All at 
once I happened to look more closely at one of my 
neighbors, and saw that the youth was the very ideal 
of the Son of ^lary. 

A fresh voiinir clicoU whose olive hue 
Tin* mantling blood shows faintly through; 

Locks dark .as mitlnight, that divide 
And shade the neck on either side; 

Soft, gentle, loving eyes that gleam 
Clear as a starlit mountain stream ; 

So looked that other child of Shem, 

Tin* iMaiden’s Boy of Bcthlchom ! 

— And thou eouldst scorn the peerless blood 
That Hows nnminglod froju the Flood,— 

Thy scutchecni spotted with the stains 
Of Norman thieves and pirato Danes I 
. The Now "World’s foundling, in thy prido 

Scowl on the Hebrew at thy side, 

And lo ! the very semblance there 
The Lord of Glory deigned to wear I 

I see that radiant imago rise, 

The Howing hair, the pitying eyes, 

The faintly crimsoned cheek that show* 

The blush of Sh.aron’s opening rose,— 

Thy hands would clasp liis hallowed feet 
Whose brethren soil thy Christian scat. 

Thy Ups would press bis garment’s bom 
That oiirl in wrathful scorn for them I 

A sudden mist, a watery screen, 

Dropped like a veil before the scono $ 
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The sliatlow floated from my soul, 

Aod to my lips a whisper stole : — 

“ Thy prophets eaught the Spirit’s flame. 

From thee the Son of JLary came, 

With thee the Father deigned to dwell, — 

Peace l>o upon thee, Israel I ” 

It is not to be expected that intimate relations will 
be established between Jewish and Christian commu¬ 
nities until both become so far rationalized and hu¬ 
manized tliat their differences are comparatively 
unimportant. But already there is an evident ap¬ 
proximation in the extreme left of what is called lib¬ 
eral Christianity and the representatives of modern 
Judaism. The life of a man like the late Sir Moses 
Montefiore reads a lesson from the Old Testament 
which might well have been inspired by the noblest 
teachings of the Cliristian Gospels. 


DcUlah^ atid 7 iow she got her name. 

Est-eUe hien geniiUe^ cette petite? I said one day 
to Number Five, as our pretty Delilah put her arm 
between us with a bunch of those tender early rad¬ 
ishes tlmt 80 recall the ‘llo;,, tlie rosy-ffn- 

gered morning of Homer. The little hand wliich 
held the radishes would not have shamed Aurora. 
That hand has never kno^\-n dindgery, I feel sure. 

When I spoke those French words our little Deli¬ 
lah gave a slight, seemingly involuntary start, and her 
cheeks grew of as bright a red as her radishes. Ah, 
^id I to myself, does that young girl understand 
French ? It may bo worth while to ho careful what 
one says before her. 

There is a mystei-y about tl.is girl. SI.o stems to 
know her place perfectly, — except, perhaps, when 


200 


OVER THE TEACrrS. 


slio burst out crj'ing, tlio other day, which was against 
all tlie rules of tal)lc-maidoii\s etiquette, — and vet she 
looks as if slie hatl been born to be waited on, and 
not to ]>erforin that humble service for others. AA’o 
know that once in a while girls witli education and 
well connected talce it into their hca<ls to go info sei-- 
vice for a few weeks or months. Sometimes it is from 
economic motives, — to procure means for tlieir edu¬ 
cation. or to help members of their families wlm need 
assistance. .\t any rate, they undortake the lighter 
menial duties of some household where they nre not 
kjiown, and, having stooped — if slooj)ing it is to be 
cojisidercd — to lowly otliecs, no born and bred ser¬ 
vants are more faithful to all their obligations. You 
must not suppose she w,as christened Delilali. Any 
of our ministers would hesitate to give such a heathen 
name to a Cliristian child. 

The way she came to get it was this : Tlie Professor 
was going t<) give a lecture h(‘forc an occasional audi¬ 
ence, one evening. AVhen he took his scat with the 
other Teacups, tlie American Annex whispered to the 
other Annex, “ Ills hair wants cutting, — it looks like 
fury. “ finite so,’ said the English Annex. “ I 
wish you would tell him so, — I do, awfully.” “ I 'll 
fix it,” said the American girl. So, after the teacups 
were emptied .and the company had left the table, slio 
went up to tlie Professor. “ You read this lecture, 
don't you, IVofessor ? " .sho said. “I do.” ho an¬ 
swered. “ I should think that lock of hair wliieh falls 
down over your forcliend would trouble you,” she 
said. “ It docs sonietiines,” replied the Professor. 

Pot our little maid trim it for you. You ’ro equal 
to that, arc n t you ? ” turning to the handmaiden. 

I always used to cut my father’s hair,” she answered. 
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She hroiight a pair of glittering shears, aiul before 
she would let tlic Professor go she had trimmed his 
hair and beard as they ha<l not been dealt with for 
many a day. Ever^'body said the l*rofcssor looked 
ten years younger. After tliat our little handmaiden 
was always called Delilah, among the talking Xoaciips. 

The Mistress keeps a watchful eye on tliis young 
girl. I should not he siirjuased to find that slio was 
carrying out some ideal, some fancy or whim, — pos¬ 
sibly nothing more, but sj)iinging from some genei*- 
ous, youthful impulse. Pei’haps she is working for 
that little sister at the Blind Asylum. Where did she 
learn French? She did certainly blush, and betrayed 
every sign of understanding the words spoken about 
lier ill that language. Sometimes she .sings while at 
her work, and we have all been struck witli the jmre, 
musical character of her voice. It is just such a voice 
as ought to come from that round white throat. We 
made a discovery about it the other evening. 

The Mistress keeps a piano in her room, and we 
have sometimes had music in the evening. One of 
The Teacups, to whom I liave slightly referred, is an 
accomplished pianist, and the two Annexes sing very 
sweetly together, — the American girl Ijavincr a clear 
soprano voice, tlie English girl a mellow contralto. 
I hey had sung several tune.s, when the ^Mistress niu<r 
for Avis, — for that is our Delilah’s real name. She 
whispered to the young girl, who blushed and trem¬ 
bled. “ Don’t be frightened,” said the Mistress en- 
^uragingly, “ I have heard you singing ‘ Too Yonno- 
for Love,’ and I will get our pianist to play it. The 
young ladies both know it, and you must join in.” 

The tw’o voices, with the accompaniment, had hardly 
finished tho first line whoa a pure, ringing, almost 
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chilclliko voice joined tlio vocal duct. The sound of 
her own voice seemed to make her forget her fears, 
and she warbled as iiaturallj’^ and freely as any young 
bird of a oMaj' morning. Number Five eamc in while 
she was singing, and when she got through enught her 
in her arms and kissed lier, as if she were lier sister, 
and not Delilah, our table-maid. Number Five is apt 
to forget herself and those social differences to which 
some of us attach so inueh importance. This is the 
song in whicli the little maid took part : — 

TOO YOUNG FOR LOVE. 

Too young for love? 

AJi, sny so ! 

Toll rodtloinng rose-buds not to blow ! 

AVait not for spring to pass nway,— 

Love’s summer months begin with May t 

Too young for love ? 

Ah, say not so ! 

Too yoniig ? Too young? 

Ah, no t no ! no t 

Too young for love ? 

Ah, say not so, 

AVliilo daisies bloom and tulips glow! 

Juno soon >Yin conto with longthcucd day 

To practise all love learned in May. 

Too young for love ? 

Ah, say not so ! 

Too young ? Too young ? 

Ah, no I no ! no ! 


IX. 


I OFTEN wisli that our Number Seven could have 
known and corresponded with the author of The 
Ihulget of Paradoxes.” I think ^Ir. De ^lorgan would 
have found some of his vagaries and fancies not un¬ 
deserving of a place in Ins wonderful collection of ec¬ 
centricities, absurdities, ingenuities,—ment.'d freaks 
of all sorts. But I think he would have now and then 
recognized a sound idea, a just comparison, a .sugges¬ 
tive hint, a practical notion, which redeemed a page of 
extravagances and crotchety whims, I confess that I 
am often pleased with fancies of his, ami sliould be 
willing to adopt them as my own. I think he has, in 
the midst of his erratic and tangled conceptions, some 
perfectly clear and consistent trains of thought. 

So when Number Seven spoke of sending us a paper, 
I welcomed the suggestion. I asked him whether ho 
had any objection to my looking it over before he read 
it. My proposal rather pleased him, I tbouglit, for, 
as was observed on a former occasion, ho has in con¬ 
nection with a belief in Iiimsclf another side, — a curi¬ 
ous self-distnist. I have no question that he has an 
obscure sense of some mental deficiency. Thus you 
may expect from him first a dogma, and presently a 
doubt. If you fight his dogma, ho mil do battle for 
it stoutly ; if you let him alone, he will very probably 
explain its extravagances, if it has any, and tame it 
I iflto reasonable limits. Sometimes ho is in one mood, 

sometimes in another. 
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The first portion of whnt we listened to shows him 
fit his best ; in the latter part 1 am afraid you will 
think he gets a little wihl. 

I proceed to lay before yon the paper which Num¬ 
ber Seven read to The Teacups. There was something 
very ])K‘asing in the deference whic h was shown him. 
AVe all feel that there is a <*rack in the teacup, and 
are disposed to handle it carefully. I have left out a 
few things which he said, feeling that they might give 
offence to some of tlie company. There were sen¬ 
tences so involved and obscure that I was sure they 
woidd not be understood, if indeed he understood them 
himself. Ihit tlierc are other passages so entirely 
sane, and as it seems to mo so just, that if any reader 
attributes them to me I shall not think myself wronged 
b^' the supposition. You must remember that Num¬ 
ber Seven has had a fair education, that he has been 
a wide reader in many directions, and that he belongs 
to a family of remarkable intellectual gifts. So it was 
not surprising that be said some things which pleased 
the company, ns in fact they did. The reader will not 
be startled to see a certain abruptness in the transition 
from one subject to another, — it is a cbar.actcristic of 
the squinting brain wherever 3'ou find it. Another 
curious mark rarelj' wanting in the subjects of mental 
strabismus is an irregular and often sprawling and de¬ 
formed bandwritiug. IMauy and m.anj' a dmo I have 
said, after glancing at the back of a lotto**, This 
comes from an insane asylum, or from an eccentric 
who mi2:ht well be a candidate for such an lustitu- 
tion.” Number Seven’s manuscript, which showed 
marks of my corrections here and there, furnished 
good examples of the chirography of persons with ill- 
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mated cerebral hemispheres. But the earlier portions 

of the manuscript arc of perfectly normal aj)pe.ai*auce. 

Conticuerc o»i«es, as Virgil says. Ve were all 

silent as Number Seven began the reading of his 
paper. ° 

I^H 7 nhcr Seveti reads. 

I am the seventh sou of a seventh son, as I supi>oso 
you all know. It is commonly believed that some 
oxtraordinary gifts belong to the fortunate individuals 
born under these exceptional conditions. However 
this may be, a peculiar virtue was suiiposcd to dwell 
in me from my earliest years. My touch was believed 
to have the influence formerly attributed to that of 
the kings ami queens of England. You may remem¬ 
ber tliat tile great Dr. Samuel Johnson, when a child 
was carried to be touelied by her Majesty Queen Anne 
for the “kings evil, ’ as scrofula used to be called. 
Our honored friend Tlie Dictator will tell you that 
tlie brother of one of his Andover schoolmates was 
taken to one of these gifted persons, who touched 
him, and hung a small bright silver coin, cither a 
fourpenco ha’penny” or a “ niiiepence,” about his 
neck, wkiel., strange to say, after being worn a certain 
time, beea.no tarnished, and finally blue].-, _ a proof 
of the po.sonous .natters wl.icl. l.ad beco.uo elin.inatod 
ro.n tl.e pte.n a..d gathered upon the coi.,. I re 
embei that at one t..no I used to carry fourpenco 

nlnilr^ or to their mothers, under 

Kr r a piece of silver of 

laigcr dimensions ,n exchange. I uevor felt cmito 

sure about any extraordinary endowment being a part 
bntl.. A phrenologist, who examined my head 
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wlicii I was a boy, said the two sides were unlike. 
My batter's incasurcmciit told me the same thing; 
but iu looking over more than a bushel of the small 
cai'dboard liat*pattci ns which give the exact shape of 
the head. I have found this is not uncommon. The 
phrenologist made all sorts of predictions of what I 
should bo and do, which proved about as near the 
truth as those reeordc<l in ^Uss Kdith Thomas’s 
charming little poem, “ Augury ," which some of us 
wcie rcnnlinii' the other day. 

I have never been through college*, b\it 1 had a rela¬ 
tive who was famous as a teacher of rhetoric in one of 
our universities, and especially for taking the non¬ 
sense out of sophomorical young fellows who could 
not say anything without lagging it up in show’y and 
sounding phrases. I lliink I learned from him to ex¬ 
press myself in gooil oUl-fashioned English, and with¬ 
out makinjr as much fuss about it as our Fourth of 
July orators and political haranguers were in the 
habit of malci]ig. 

1 read a good many stories during my boyhood, one 
of which left a lasting impression upon me, and which 
I liavo alw ays commended to young people. It is too 
late, generally, to try to teaeh old pcojde, yet one may 
profit it at any period of life before the sight has 
become too dim to be of any use. The story I refer 
to is iu “ Evenings at Home,” and is called “ Eyes and 
No Eyes,” I ought to have it by me, but it is con¬ 
stantly happening that the best old things got over¬ 
laid by the new'cst trash ; aud though I have never 
seen anything of the kind half so good, my table and 
shelves arc cracking with the weight of involuutory 
accessions to my libraiy. 

This is the story as I roincmhcr it i Two children 
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walk out, and ai'e questioned when they come home. 
One has found nothing to observe, nothing to admire, 
iiothlug to describe, nothing to ask questions about. 
The other has found everywhere objects of cuiiosit3’ 
and interest. I advise you, if you are a child any¬ 
where under- forty-five, and do not yet wear glasses, 
to send at once for - Evenings at Home'’ and read 
tliat stop'. For myself, I am always grateful to tlie 
^v nter of it for calling my attention to common thiu«-s. 
How many jicople have been waked to a quicker con- 
seiousness of life by Wordsworth’s simple lines about 
the daffodils, and what he says of the thoughts sug¬ 
gested to him by “ the meanest flower that blows ” » * 

I was driving with a friend, the other day, through 
a somewhat dreary streteli of country, where the°c 
seemed to be very little to attract norice or deserve 
rpnaik. St.lJ, tl.e old S2>irit infused by “Eyes and 

to fasten n,y thought upon, and treat as an arti°t 
treats a study for a picture. The first object to wliich 

It dTrnort i olJ-foxliioned well-sweep. 

runrr(.,nt.nf bvr ,..1 • 1 ai '' — the same ar- 

l.av: Wm lifted fr M 

those of the Khedive^' ThatY” l^*>=iraolis to 

LrS's 

there ^ CDslavcd Israelite Was 

1 iMt lor e-matches have been made at its 
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margin, from the times of Jacob and Kacliel down¬ 
ward ! ^Vhat fairy legends liovcr over it, what fear- 
fill mysteries has it hidden ! The beautiful well- 
sweep ! It is too larely that wo sec it, and as it dies 
out and gives ]>laee to the odiously convenient pump, 
^\ith the last patent on its cast-iron uuinterestiugness, 
does it not seem as if the farmyard aspect had lost 
half its attraction ? So long as the dairy farm exists, 
iloubtless there must be every facility for getting 
water in abuiulancc ; but the loss of the well-sweep 
eamiot be matte uj) to us even if our milk were diluted 
to twiei* its \)resent attenuation. 

'riie well-sweep had servetl iU turn, and my com¬ 
panion ami I relapsed into silence. Alter a while wo 
])assed anotlier farmyard, with nothing which seemed 
deseiu’ing of remark except the wreck of an old 
wagon, 

“ Jjook,’* I said, “ if you w.ant to sec one of the 
greatest of all the triumphs of human ingenuity,— 
one of the most bi'autiful, as it is one of the most use¬ 
ful, of all the mechanisms which the iutelligeuce of 
successive ages has called into being. 

‘‘ I SCO nothing," my companion answered, “ but an 
old bi'oken-rlown w'agon. AVhy they leave such a 
})icce of lumbering trash about their place, where pco- 
])lc can sec it a.s they pass, is more than I can account 
for." 

“ And yet,” said I, “ there is one of the most ex¬ 
traordinary products of hiiTnan genius and skill, — an 
object which comVilnes the useful and the heautifnl to 
an extent which hardly any simple form of mechanism 
can pretend to rival. Do you notice how, while every¬ 
thing else has gone to smash, that wheel remains sound 
and lit for service ? Look at it merely for its beauty. 
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See the perfect circles, the outer and the inner. A 
circle is in itself a consummate wonder of geometrical 
symmetry. It is the line in which the omnipotent en¬ 
ergy delights to move. There is no fault in it to lie 
amended. The first drawn circle and the last both 
embody the same complete fulfillment of a perfect de- 
sign. Then look at the rays which pass from tlie in¬ 
ner to the outer circle. How beautifully they bring 
the greater and lesser circles into connection with each 
other! Tlie flowers know that secret, — the margue¬ 
rite in the meadow displays it as clearly as the great 
sun in heaven. How beautiful is this flower of wood 
and iron, which we were ready to pass by without 
wasting a look upon it! Ilut its beauty is only the 
beginning of its wonderful claim ujion us for our 
admiration. Look at that field of flowering grass, 
the triticum xndrjare, — sec how its waves foflow the 
hreezo in satiny alternations of light and shadow, 
i: ou admire it for its h>vely aspect; but when you re- 
meinher that this flowering grass is toheat^ the finest 
food of the highest human races, it gains a dignity, a 
glory, that its beauty alone could not give it. 

“Now look at that exquisite structure lying iion-, 
Iccted and disgraced, but essentially iincliangcd in its 
perfection, before you. That slight and delicate- 
hmking fabric has stood such a trial as hardly any 
slender contrivance, excepting always the valves of 
the heart, was ever subjected to. It has rattled for 
years over the cobble-stones of a rough city pavement. 
It has climhcd over all the accideutid obstructions it 
met in the highway, and dropped into all the holes 
ami deep ruts that made the heavy farmer sitting over 
It use his Sunday vocabulary in a weck-<lay form of 
speech. At one time or another, almost every part of 
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that old wagon has given way. It has had two new 
pairs of shafts. Twice the axle has broken off close 
to the hub, or nave. The seat broke wlien Zekle and 
Iluldy were having what they called ‘ a ride ’ together. 
The front was kicked in by a vicious mare. The 
springs gave way and the floor bumped on the axle. 
Every portion of the wagon became a prej* of its spe¬ 
cial accident, except tliat most fragile looking of all 
its parts, the wheel. AVho can help admiring the ex¬ 
act distribution of the power of resistance at the least 
possible expenditure of material which is manifested 
in this wondrous triumph of human genius and skill? 
The spokes arc jdanted in the solid hub as strongly as 
the jaw-teeth of a lion in their deep-sunken sockets. 
ICach spoke has its own territory in the circumference, 
for which it is rcsjionsible. According to the load tho 
vehicle is expected to carry, they aro few or many, 
stout or slender, but they share their joint labor with 
absolute justice, — not one docs more, not one does 
less, than its just proportion. Tho outer end of tho 
sj>okes is received into tho deep mortise of the wooden 
fellies, and tho structure aj^pcars to bo complete. But 
how long would it take to turn that circle into a poly¬ 
gon, unless somo mighty counteracting force should 
ju'cvent it ? See the iron tire brought hot from tho 
furnace and laid around the smoking circumference. 
Once in place, the workman cools the hot iron ; and as 
it shrinks with a force that seems like a hand-grasp of 
the Omnipotent, it clasps tho fitted fragments of tho 
structure, and compresses them into a single insepara¬ 
ble whole. 

AVas it not worth our while to stop a moment be¬ 
fore passing that old broken wagon, and see whether 
wo could not find as much in it as Swift found in his 
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‘ Meditations on a Broomstick ’ ? I have been laughed 
at for making so much of such a common tiling as a 
wlieel. Idiots! Solomon’s court fool would havo 
scoffed at the thought of the young Galilean who 
dared compare the lilies of the field to Iiis august mas¬ 
ter. 2^11 admirari is very well for a North American 
Indian and his degenerate successor, who has grown 
too grand to admire anything but himself, and takes a 
cynical pride in his stolid indifference to everything 
worth reverencing or honoring.” 

After calling my companion’s attention to the 
wheel, and discoursing upon it until I thought he was 
getting sleepy, we jogged along until we came to a 
running stream. It was crossed by a stone bridge of 
a single arch. There are very few stone arches over 
the streams in New England country towns, and I 
always delighted in this one. It was built in the last 


century, amidst the doubting predictions of staring 
rustics, and stands to-<lay as strong as ever, and scem- 
*^gly good for centuries to come. 

‘‘ See there ! ” said I, — “ there is another of my 
‘Eyes and No Eyes’ subjects to meditate upon. Next 
to the wheel, the arch is the noblest of those elemen- 
tory mechanical comjiosites, corresponding to the prox¬ 
imate principles of chemistry. The beauty of the arch 
consists first in its curve, commonly a part of the cir¬ 
cle, of the perfection of which I have spoken. But 
the mind derives another distinct pleasure from the 
admirable manner in which the several parts, each dif¬ 
ferent from all the others, contribute to a single har¬ 
monious effect. It is a typical example of the piu nel 
uno. An arch cut out of a single stone would not bo 
so beautiful as one of which each individual stone was 
shaped for its exact position. Its completion by tbo 

o 2 
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lockiii" of the Icoystoiie is a, deliglit to witness and to 
contemplate. And how the arch endnres, when its 
lateral thrust is met hy solid masses of resistance ! In 
oim of the great tcm])le.s of J^aalhec a key.stone lias 
sHpjiod, hut how rare is that occiuTencc ! C)jie will 
haiilly hn«l another such example among all the rnins 
of anti(]uity. Yes, I never get tired of arches. They 
arc noble when shaped of solid marble blocks, each 
carefully bevehnl for its ]>osition. They arc beautiful 
when constructed with the large thin tiles the Komans 
were so fond of using. 1 noticed some arches built 
in this way in the wall of one of the grand houses just 
g<'ing u]> on tlio bank of the river. They wcx*o over 
the cajistoncs of the windows, — to take off the pres¬ 
sure from them, no doubt, for now and then a caj)- 
stono will crack under tlio weight of the superincum¬ 
bent mass. How close they lit, .and liow striking the 
effect of their long i\adiations I ” 

The company listened very well up to this point. 
"When lie began the .strain of thoughts which follows, 
a curious look went round The Teacups. 

A\’'hat a strange underground life is that which is 
led by the organisms we call O'cea / These great lUit- 
tering masses of leaves, stems, boughs, trunks, arc not 
tlie leal trees. 'J'hcy live underground, and what we 
sec ;»c nothing more noi- loss than their 

The !Mistro.ss dropped her teaspoon. Numbev Five 
looked at the Hoctor, whoso face was very still and 
sober. The two Annexes giggled, or came vci'y near it. 


Yes, a tree is an underground creature, with its 
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tail iu tlie air. ./Vll its intelligence is in its roots. All 
the senses it lias are in its roots. Tliink what sagacity 
it shows iu its search after food and drink ! Somehow 
or other, the rootlets, which are its tentacles, find out 
that there is a brook at a moderate distance from the 
trunk of the tree, and they make for it with all their 
might. They find every crack in the roclcs where there 
are a few grains of the nourishing substance the^' care 
for, and insinuate themselves into its deepest recesses. 

hen spring and summer come, they let their tails 
grow, and delight in whisking them about in the wind, 
or letting them be whisked about by it ; for tliese tails 
are poor passive things, with very little will of their 
own, and bend in whatever direction the wind chooses 
to make them. The leav'cs make a deal of noise whis¬ 
pering. 1 have sometimes thought I couhl understaml 
them, as they talk witli each other, ami that they seemed 
to think they made the wind as they wagged forward 
and back. Kemember what I say. The next time 
you see a tree waving in the wind, recollect that it is 
the tail of a great underground, many-armed, polypus- 
like creature, which is as proud of its caudal appen¬ 
dage, especially in summer-time, as a iieacock of his 
gorgeous e.xpansc of plumage. 

Do you think there is anything so very odd about 
this idea? Once get it well into your licads, and you 
will find it renders the landscape wonderfully inter¬ 
esting. There are as many kinds of tree-tails as there 
are of tails to dogs and other quadrupeds. Study 
them as Diiddy Gilpin studied tlicm in his “ Forest 
Scenery,” but don't forgot that they are only the ap¬ 
pendage of the underground vegetable polypus, tho 
true organism to which they belong. 
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lie paused at tins point, aud wc all drew long 
brcatlis, wondering wliat was coining next. There was 
no denying it, the “ cracked Teacup *’ was clinking a 
little false, — so it seemed to the company. Yet, after 
all. the fancy was not delirious, — the mind could fol¬ 
low it well enough ; let him go on. 

"What do you say to this? You have hoard all sorts 
of things said in prose aud verse about Niagara. Ask 
our young Doctor there what it reminds him of. Isn’t 
it a giant putting his tongue out? How can you fail 
to see the resemblance ? The continent is a great 
giant, and the northern half holds the head and shoul¬ 
ders. You can count the pulse of the giant wherever 
the tide runs up a creek ; but if you want to look at 
the giant’s tongue, j’ou must go to Niagara. If there 
rvcrc such a thing as a cosmic physician, I believe ho 
could tell the state of the country’s health, and the 
jrrosjieets of the luorhility for the coining season, by 
careful inspection of the great tongue which Niagara 
is putting out for him, and has been showing to man¬ 
kind ever since the first flint-shapers chipped their 
arrow-heads. You don’t think the idea adds to the 
sublimity and associations of the catai*act? I am 
sorry for that, but I can’t help the suggestion. It is 
just as manifestly a tongue put out for inspection as 
if it had Nature’s own label to that effect hung over 
it. I don’t know whether you can see these things as 
clearly as I do. There arc some people that never 
see anj'thing, if it is as plain as a hole in a grindstone, 
until it is pointed out to them ; and some that can’t 
sec it then, and won’t believe there is any hole till 
they *ve poked their finger through it. I’ve got a 
great many things to thank God for, but perhaps most 
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of all tbat I can find something to admire, to wonder 
at, to set my fancy going, and to wind uj) my cuthu< 
siasin pretty much everywhere. 

Look here ! There are crowds of people whirled 
through our streets on these new-fashioned cars, with 
their witch-broomsticks overhead, — if they don't come 
from Salem, they ought to, — and not more than one 
in a dozen of these fish-eyed bipeds thinks or cares a 
nickers worth about the miracle which is W’rought for 
their convenience. They know that without hands or 
feet, wnthout horses, without steam, so far as they can 
see, they are transported from place to place, and that 
there is nothing to account for it except the witch- 
broomstick and the iron or copj)cr cobweb which 
they see stretched above them. "What do they know 
or care about this last revelation of tlie omnipresent 
spirit of the material universe ? AVe ought to go 
down on our knees when one of these mighty caravans, 
car after car, spins by us, under the mystic impulse 
which seems to know not whether its train is loaded 
or empty. "VVe are used to force in the muscles of 
horses, in the expansive potency of steam, but hero 
we have force stripped stark naked, — nothing but a 
Blamcnt to cover its nudity, — and yet showing its 
might in efforts tliat w’ould task the working-beam of 
a i>ondcrous steam-engine. I am thankful that in an 
ago of cynicism I have not lost my reverence. Tcr- 
haps you would wonder to see liow some very common 
sights impress me. 1 always take off my hat if 1 stop 
to speak to a stone-cutter at his work. “Why?’* do 
you ask me? Hecause I know that his is the only la¬ 
bor that is likely to endure. A score of centuries has 
not effaced the marks of the Greek’s or the Koman’s 
chisel on his block of marble. And now, before this 
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new nianifostiitiou of that form of cosmic vitality which 
we cull electricity, I feel like taking the posture of 
the peasants listening to the Angelas. How near the 
mystic clUuenee of mechanical energy brings us to the 
tlivinc source of all j)OWcr and motion ! In the old 
mythology, the right hand of Jove held and sent forth 
the lightning. So, in the record of the Hebrew proj)h- 
ets, did the right hand of Jehovah cast forth and 
direct it. AVas Nahum thinking of our far-off time 
^\'hen he wrote, “ The chariots shall rage in the streets, 
tlioy shall justlo one against another in the broad waj’s : 
tlicy shall seem like torches, they shall run like the 
lightnings ? 

Number Seven had finished reading his paper. Two 
bright spots in his cheeks showed that he had felt a 
good deal in writing it, and the flush returned as he 
listened to his own thoughts. Poor old fellow ! The 
“clacked Teacup” of our younger wits, — not yet 
come to their full human sensibilities, — the “crank” 
of vulg.ar tongues, the eccentric, the seventh son of a 
seventli son, too often made the butt of thoughtless 
jilcasaiitry, was, after all, a fellow-creature, with flesh 
and blood like tlic rest of us. The wild freaks of his 
fancy did not hurt us, nor did thc}’^ prevent him from 
seeing many things justly, and perhaps sometimes 
more vividly' and acutely than if he were as sound as 
tlie dullest of us. 

The teaspoons tiuUlcd loudly all round the table, as 
he finished reading. The Mistress caught her breath. 
1 was afraid she was going to sob, but she took it out 
ill vigorous stirring of her tea. "Will you believe that 
I saw Number Five, with a sweet, approving smile ou 
her face all the time, brush her cheek with her hand- 
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kerchief? There must have been a tear stealing from 
beneath its eyelid, I ljoi)e Number Seven saw it, lie 
is one of the two men at our table who most need the 
tender looks and tones of a woman. The I’rofessor 
and I arc ?iors <7c cornhat ; the Counsellor is busy with 
his eases and his ambitions ; the Doctor is probablv in 
love with a microscope, and flirting witli j>athologic.al 
specimens; but Number Seven and the Tutor are, I 
fear, both suffering from that worst of all famines, 
lieart-lnuigcr. 

Do you remember that Number Seven said ho never 
wrote a line of ** poetry ” in his life, except once when 
he was suffering from temporary weakness of body 
and mind? That is because ho is a poet. If he had 
not been one, lie wouhl veiy certainly have kiken to 
tinkling rhymes. Wliat should you think of tlie i)rob- 
ahle musical genius of a young man who was j)articu- 
larly fond of jingling a set of sleigh-bells? Should 
you expect liim to turn out a ^lozart or a Beethoven ? 
Now', 1 think I recognize the poetical instinct in Num¬ 
ber Seven, liow'over imperfect may be its exprossion, 
and however he may be run aw'ay w’ith at times by 
fantastic notions that come into Ins Iicad. If fate Inul 
allotted him a heljiful companion in the shaj)e of a 
loving and intelligent wife, he might have been half 
cured of his ecccnti-icities, and we should not have 
had to say, in speaking of him, ‘‘ Poor h llow ! ” Hut 
since this cannot be, I am pleased that he shouhl have 
been so kindly treated on the occasion of the reading 
of his paper. If he saw Number Pive*8 tear, ho will 
certainly fall in love with her. No matter if he does. 
Number Five is a kind of Circe W’ho docs not turn tho 
victims of her enchantment into sw'iuo, but into lambs. 
I want to SCO Number Seven one of her little flock. I 
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say “ little.” I suspect it is larger than most o£ us 
know. Anyhow, she cun spare him symi^athy and 
kindness and encouragement enough to keep him con¬ 
tented with himself and with her, and never miss the 
pulses of her loving life she lends him. It seems to 
be the errand of some women to give many people 
as much hapi>incss as tliey have any right to in this 
work). If they concentrated their aCfeetion on one, 
they would give him more than any mortal could cluiin 
as ins shave. I saw Number Five watering her flow¬ 
ers, the other day. The watering-pot had one of those 
perforated heads, through which the w'atcr runs in 
many small streams. Every plant got its share : the 
proudest lily bent beneath the gentle shower; the 
lowliest daisy held its little face up for baptism. All 
were refrc.shed, none was flooded. Presently she 
took the perforated head, or “ rose,” from the neck of 
the watering-pot, and the full stream poured out in a 
round, solid column. It was almost too much for the 
poor geranium on which it fell, and it looked at one 
minute as if the roots would be laid bare, and perhaps 
the whole plant be washed out of the soil in which it 
was planted. What if Number Five should tako off 
the “ rose ” that sprinkles her affections on so many, 
and pour them all on one? Can that ever be? If it 
can, life is worth living for him on whom her lovo may 
be lavished. 

One of my neighbors, a thorough American, is 
much concerned about the growth of what he calls the 
“ hard-handed aristocracy.” He tells the following 
story: — 

“ I was putting up a fence about my yard, and em¬ 
ployed a man of whom I knew something, — that he 



OVER THE TEACUPS. 


219 


was industrious, tempei*ate, and that he had a wife 
and children to support, — a worthy man, a native 
New Englander. I engaged him, I say, to dig some 
post-holes. My employee bought a new spade and 
scoop on purpose, and came to my place at the ap¬ 
pointed time, and began digging. 'While he was at 
work, two men came over from a drinkiug-s.'tloon, to 
which my residence is nearer than I could desire. 
One of tliein I had known as Mike Fagan, the other 
as Ilans Schleiiner. They looked at Hiram, my New 
Hampshire man, in a contemptuous and threatening 
way for a minute or so, when I'agan addressed him : — 
“ ‘ And how much docs the man pay ycz by the 
hour?’ 

‘ The gentleman does n't pay me by the hour,* 
said Hiram. 

‘ How mosh docs ho bay you by der veeks ? ’ said 
Hans. 

* I don know as that’s any of your business,* an¬ 
swered Hiram. 


“ ‘ Faith, wo ’ll make it our business,* said Mike 
Fagan. ‘ IVe ’re Knoights of Labor, we’d liavc yez 
to^ know, and ye can’t make j'cr bargains jist as ye 
loikes. We manes to know how mouy hours ye 
worrks, and how much ye gets for it.* 

'^^Knighta. of Ltibor! ’ said I. ‘AVhy, that is a 
kind of title of nobility, is n’t it ? I thought the laws 
of our countiy did n’t aUow titles of that kind. But 
if you have a right to bo called knights, I suppose I 
ought to address you as such. Sir Michael, I con¬ 
gratulate you on the dignity you have attained. I 
hojio Lady Fagan is getting on well wth my shirts. 
Sir Hans, I pay my respects to your title. I trust 
that Lady Schleimer has got through that little diffi- 
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culty between her ladyship and j'ourself in which the 
police court tlioug^ht it necessary to intervene.’ 

“ Tlic two men looked at me. I weigh about a hun¬ 
dred and eighty j>ounds, and am well i>vit together. 
Ilirani was notetl in liis village as a ‘ rahstler.’ Ihit 
iny face is ratlier pallid and peaked, and llirani bad 
something of the greenhorn look. The two men, who 
had been drinking-, hardly knew what ground to take. 
Tliey rather liked the sound of Sir ^lichael and Sir 
Hans. They did not know veiy well what to make of 
their wives as 'ladies.’ They looked doubtful whether 
to take what had been said as a casus belli or not, but 
tiu'V wauteil a pretext t>f some kind or other. Pres¬ 
ently one of them saw a label on the scoop, or long- 
handled, spoon-like shovel, with which Ilii-am had 
been working. 

“ ‘ Arrah, be jabers! ’ exclaimed Mike Fagan, ‘ but 
has n’t he been a-tradin' wid llrown, the hardware fel¬ 
lah, that we boycotted! Grxib it, Hans, and we’ll 
cari v it off and show it to the brotherhood.’ 

" 'The men made a move toward the imploincnt. 

“ ‘ Vou let that arc scoop-shovel alone,’ said Hiram. 

“ 1 stepj>ed to his side. The Ivnights were com¬ 
bative, as their noble predecessors witli the same title 
always wore, and it wjus necessary to come to a voie 
dc J'ait. !My straight blow from the shoulder did for 
bir iVIichael. Hiram treated Sir Hans to what is 
technieallv known as a cross-buttock. 

“ ' Naow, Dutchman,’ said Hiram, ‘if yon don’t 
want to bo planted in that are post-hole, y’d better 
take y’rself out o’ this here piece of private property. 
“ Dangerous passin’,” as the sign-posts say, abaout 
those times.’ 

“ Sir Michael went dowm half stunned by xny cx- 
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pressiv'C gesture ; Sir Hans did not know whether his 
hip was out of joint or he had got a bad spi-ain ; but 
they were both out of condition for further hostilities. 
Perhaps it was hardly fair to take advantage of their 
misfortunes to inllict a discourse upon them, but they 
liad brought it on themselves, and we each of us gave 
them a jiiecc of our mind. 

“ ‘ I tell you wljat it is,’ said Hiram, ‘ I ’in a free 
and independent American citizen, and I an't a-gdn’ 
to Iicv no man tyrannize over me, if he doos cull him¬ 
self by one o’ them noblemen’s titles. Ef I can't 
work jes’ as I choose, fur folks that wants me to work 
fur ’em and that I want to work fur, I might jes’ as 
well go to Sibery and done with it. Aly gran’f'ther 
fit in Ihinker Hill battle. I guess if our folks in them 
days did n’t care no great abaout Lord Percy and Sir 
"William Haowe, we an't a-gon’ to bo scart by Sir 
IVIichael Pagan and Sir Hans IV’^hat 's-his-name, nor 
no other fellahs that umlertakes to be noblemen, and 
tells us common folks what we shall dew an* what wo 
sha’n’t. No, air/* 

“ I took the opportunity to explain to Sir ]Micha<d 
and Sir Han.s what it was our fatliers fought for, and 
wliat is the meaning of liberty. If these noblemen 
did not like the country, they could go elsewhere. J£ 
they diil n't like the laws, they had tlio ballot-box, and 
could choose new legislators. Hut as long as the law.s 
existed they must obey them. 1 could not admit that, 
because they called tliemselvcs by the titles the Old 
^Vorld nobility thought so much of, they had a right 
to interfere in the agreements I entered into with my 
neighbor. I told Sir Michael that if he would go 
home and help Liuly Pagan to saw and split the wood 
for her fire, he would bo better employed than in med- 
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clling with my domestic arrangements. I advised Sir 
Ilans to ask Lady Schleiiiicr for her bottle o£ spirits 
to use as an embrocation for his lame hip. And so 
my two visitors with the aristocratic titles staggered 
off, and left us plain, untitled citizens, Hiram and my¬ 
self, to set our posts, and consider the question whether 
we lived in a free country or under the authority of a 
self-constituted order of ^j/asi-nobility.” 

It is a very curious fact that, with all our boasted 
“free ami ccjual” suj^eviority over the commuiiities of 
tlie 01<1 ^Vorld, our people have the most enormous 
appetite for Old AVorld titles of distinction. Sir Mi¬ 
chael and Sir Hans belong to one of the most extended 
of the aristocratic orders. But we have also “Knights 
and Ladies of Honoi*," and, wdiat is still gi'ander, 
“ Royal Conclave of Knights and Ladies,” “ Ro 3 ’al 
Arcanum,’' and “ Royal Society of Good Follows,” 
“ Supremo Council,” “ Imperial Court,” “ Grand Pro¬ 
tector,” and “Grand Dictator,” and so on. Nothing 
less than “ Grand ” aiul “ Supreme ” is good enough 
for the dignitaries of our associations of citizens. 
AVhc re does all this ambition for names without reali¬ 
ties come from ? Because a Knight of the Garter 
wears a golden star, wliy does the worthy cordwainor, 
who mends the shoes of his fellow-citizens, want to 
w'ear a tin star, and take a name that had a meaning 
as used by the representatives of ancient families, or 
the men who had made themselves illusti'ious by their 
achievements ? 

It appears to be a peculiarly American weakness. 
The French republicans of the earlier period thought 
the term citizen was good enough for anybody. At a 
later period, “lo Roi Citoycn ” — the citizen king — 
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was a common title given to Louis Philippe. But 
nothing is too grand for the American, in tlie way of 
titles. The 2>roudest of them all signify absolutely 
nothing. They do not stand for ability, for j>ublic 
service, for social imi^ortance, for large possessions ; 
but, on the contrarj-, are oftenest found in connection 
with j^ersonalities to which they are supremely inap¬ 
plicable. AVe can hardly afford to quarixd with a 
national habit which, if lightly handled, may involve 
us in serious domestic difticultics. The “ Bight Wor¬ 
shipful " functionary whose cqui2>agc stops at my back 
gate, and whoso services are indispensable to the 
health and comfort of my household, is a dignitary 
whom I must not offend. I must speak with proj)er 
deference to the lady who is scrubbing iiiy floors, 
when I remember that her luisband, who saws my 
wood, carries a string of liigh-soiiuding titles which 
would satisfy a S2>auish nobleman. 

After all, every people must have its own forms of 
ostentation, ijretencc, and vulgarity. The ancient 
Romans had theirs, the English and the French liavo 
theirs as w’ell, — why sliould not we Americans liavo 
onrs ? Educated and refined persons innst recognize 
frequent internal conflicts between the *• Homo Zun ” 
of Terence and the “Oc/t UjnoUle vulgus'^ of Horace. 
The nobler sentiment should be that of every true 
American, and it is in that direction that our best 
civilization is constantly tending. 

Wo were waited on by a new girl, the other even¬ 
ing. Our pretty maiden had left us for a visit to 
Bomc relative, — so the Mistress said. I do sincerely 
hope she will soon come back, for \vc all like to see 
her flitting round the table. 
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I don’t Icnow wliat to make of it. I liad it all laid 
out in my mind. ^\’ith such a company there must 
he a lovo-stoiy. Perhaps there will be, but tliere may 
bo new combinations of the elcnionts which arc to 
make it ui>. and here is a bud among tlic full-blown 
llowors to which I must devote a little sj>acc. 

I}cn/a7i. 

I must call her by the name we gave her after she 
had trijumod tlie Samson locks of our Professor. De¬ 
lilah is a puzzle to most of us. A ]>retty creattire, — 
dangerously ]>retty to be in a station not guarded by 
all tlio protective arrangements which surround the 
maidens of a higher social order. It takes a strong 
cage to keep in a tiger or a grizzly bear, but what iron 
bars, what baihed wires, can keep out the smooth and 
subtle cnem^' that finds out tlie cage where beauty is 
imjuisoned ? Our j’ouiig Doctor is c\ddcutly attracted 
by tlie ebarmiiig maiden wlio serves him and us so 
mod«‘stly ami .so gracefully. Fortunately, the Mistress 
nevi r loses sight of her. If she were her own dauirh- 
ter, she could not ho more watchful of .all her move¬ 
ments. And yet I do not believe that Delilah needs 
all this oveilooking. If I am not mistaken, sho 
Icnows how to take care of herself, and could be 
trusted anj’whcre, in any company, without a duenna. 
She has a liistory. — I feel sure of it. She has been 
trained and t.auglit as young persons of liigher position 
in life arc hronglit up, and docs not belong in the 
humble station in which we lind lior. Put inasmuch 
as tlio lilistress says notliiiig about her antecedents, 
wo do not like to bo too inquisitive. The two An¬ 
nexes arc, it is plain, very curious about her. I can¬ 
not wonder. They are both good-looking girls, but 
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Delilah is prettier than cither of them. My sight is 

not so good as it was, but I can sec the way in which 

the eyes of the young people follow each other about 

plainly enough to set me thinking as to what is going 

on in the thinking marrow behind them. The young 

Doctor’s follow Delilah as she glides round the table, 

— they look into hers whenever they get a chance ; 

but tlie girl’s never betniy any consciousness of it, so 

far as I can see. There is no mistaking the interest 

with which the two Annexes wahdi all this. AVhy 

shouldn’t they, I should like to know? The Doctor 

is a briglit young fellow, and wants nothing but a 

bald spot and a wife to find himself in a comfortable 

family practice. One of the Annexes, as I have said, 

lias had tliouglits of becoming a doctress. I don't 

think the Doctor would want his wife to iJiaetise 

medicine, for re.'isons wliicli I will not stop to mention. 

Such a partnei-ship sometimes works wonderfully 

well, as in one well-known instance where husband 

and >vifo are both eminent in the i>rofession ; but our 

young Doctor has said -to me tliat he had rather see 

his wife, — if he ever shouhl liavc one, — at the piano 

than at the dissecting-table. Of course the Annexes 

know nothing about tliis, and they may think, as lie 

professed lumsclf willing to lecture on medicine to 

women, lie might like to take one of his pupils as a 
helpmeet. 

If it were not for our Delilah’s humble position, I 
don’t sec why she would not be a good match for any 
joung man. But then it is so hard to take a j'ouii" 
woman from so very lowly a condition as that of a 
“ waitress ” that it would require a deal of courage to 
ventux-e on such a step. If we could only find out 
that she is a princess in disguise, so to speak, — that 

r 
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is, a young person of presentable connections as well 
as pleasing looks and manners; that slie has had an 
education of some kind, as we suspected when she 
blushed ou hearing herself spoken of as a gcntillc 
"by, then everything would be all right, the 
young Doctor would have plain sailing, — that is, if 
he is in love with her, and if she fancies him, — and I 
should find iny love-story, — the one I expected, but 
not between the parties I had thought would bo mat¬ 
ing with each other. 

Dear little Delilah! Lily of the valley, gi'owing in 
the sluule now, — perhaps bettor there until her petals 
droj); and yet if she is all I often fancy she is, how 
lier 3'outhful presence would illuminate and sweeten a 
household ! There is not one of us who does not feel 
interested in her, — not one of us who would not be 
delighted at some Cinderella transformation which 
would show licr in the setting Nature meant for her 
favorite. 

The fancy of Number Seven about the witches* 
broomsticks suggested to one of us the following 
poem; — 

THE BROOMSTICK TRAIN ; OR, THE RETURN OF 

THE WITCHES. 

Luck out i Look out, boys ! Clear the track I 
The witches are here 1 They’ve all come back ! 

They hanged them high, — No use ! No use I 
Wlmt caves a witch for a hangman’s noose ? 

They buried them deep, but they would n’t lie still, 

For cats and witches are hard to kill ; 

They swoi'e they should n’t and would n't die, 

Books said they did, but they lie ! they lie I 
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— A couple of hundred years, or so. 

They had knocked about in the world below, 
hen an Kssex Deacon tlroppcd in to call, 

And a homesick feeling seized them all ; 

For he came from a place they knew full well, 
And many a t.ale he had to tell. 

They long to ^dsit the haunts of men, 

To see the old dwellings they know ag:tin. 

And ride on their broomstick all around 
Their wide doinaiit of unlinllowed ground. 

In Essex county there *b many a roof 
Well known to him of the cloven hoof ; 

The small .square w-indows arc full in view 
^^’^hich the midnight hags went sailing tlirough. 
On their well-trained broomsticks mounted high, 
Seen like shadows against the .sky ; 

Crossing the tnick of owls and hats, 

iKjforo them their coal-black cats. 

Well did they know, those gray old wives. 

The sight.s we sec in our daily drives ; 

Shimmer of lake and shine of sea. 

Brown’s bare bill with its lonely tree, 

(It wasn’t then as wo see it now. 

With one scant scalj^-lock to slmdc its brow;) 
Dusky nooks in the Essex woods. 

Dark, dim. Dante-like solitudes, 

AN here the troe-toa«l watches the sinuous snake 
Glide through his forc.sts of fern and brake ; 
Ipswich River ; its old stone bridge ; 

Far off Andover’s Indian Ridge, 

And many a scene whero history tells 

Some shadow of bygone terror dwelLs,_ 

Of “ Korman’s NVoo with iu talo of dread. 

Of the Scrcccliing NVomau of Marblehead, 

(Tlio fearful story tliat turns men pale : 

Don't bid me tell it, — my speech would fail.) 

NVbo would not, will not, if he can, 

Bathe in the breezes of fair Cape Ann,_ 

r 2 
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Rest in the bowers her bays enfold, 

Loved by the sachems and squaws of old ? 

Homo where the white magnolias bloom, 

Sweet with the bayberr 3 ’’s chaste perfume, 

Hugged by the woods and kissed by the sea I 
AVhorc is the Eden like to thee ? 

For that ‘‘couple of hundred years, or so,’* 

There had been no peace in the world hidow ; 

Tlio witches still grumbling, It isn’t fair ; 

Cotuo, give us a taste of the \ipper air ! 

^Vo ’vo ha<l enough of your sulphur sjuings, 

And the evil udur that round them elin^^s : 

AVo long for a drink that is cool and Jiice, —~ 

Clreat buckets of water with Wenham ice ; 

^^’e ’ve served yon well up-staus, yon know ; 

You Vo a good old — fellow — come, let us go ! ” 

I don’t feel sure of his being gootl, 

lint be bappened to be in a pleasant mood,— 

As fiends with their skins full sometimes arc,— 

(lit' W been drinking with “ roughs ” at a liostoii bar.) 
So what does he do but up and shout 
T<i a graybeard turnkey, “Let ’em out ! 

To mind his onlcrs wiis all lie know ; 

The gates swung open, and out they flow* 

“ Where are our broomsticks ? ” the beldams cried* 

“ Here are ^^onr broomsticks,” an imp replied* 

“ They ’vo been in — the place yon know — so long 
They smell of brimstone uncommon strong ; 
lint they’ve gained by being left alone, — 

-Just look, and you ’ll see how tall they ’vo grown.” 

— “ *Vuil where is my eat ? ” a vixen squalled. 

V Yes, where are our oats ? ” the witches bawled, 

And began to call them all by name : 

As fast as they called the cats, they came : 

There was bob-tailed Tummy and long-tailed Tim, 
And wall-eyed Jacky and green-eyed Jim, 

And splay-foot Benny and slim^Ieggcd Beau, 

And Skinny and Squally, aud Jerry and Joe, 
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And many another that came at call, — 

It would take too long to count them all. 

All black,one could hardly tell which was which. 
But every cat knew his o^s-n old witch ; 

And she know hers as hei^s knew her, — 

Ah, didn’t they curl their tails and purr ! 


No Sooner the withered hags were free 
Thau out they swarmed for a midnight spree j 
I couldn’t tell all they did in rh 3 ’Uies, 

But the Essex people liad dreadful times. 

The Swampscott lishermen still relate 
How a strange sea-monster stole their bait ; 

How their nets were tangled in loops .and knots. 

And they found dead crabs in their lobster-pots. 

Poor Danvers grieved for her bhistcd crops. 

And Wilmington mourned over mildewed h«)ps. 

A blight played havoc with Beverly beans, — 

It was all the work of those luiteful (]iieans ! 

A dreadful panic began at “ I’ride's,” 

Where the witches stoj>j)ed in their midnight rides, 
And there rose strange rumor.s and vague alarms 
’Mid the iieaceful dwellers at Beverly Farms. 

Now when tho Boss of the Beldams found 
That w'itliout his leave they were ramping round. 

He called, — they coaid hear him twenty miles. 

From Chelsea beach to tho Misery Isles ; 

The deafest old granny knew his tone 
Without the trick of tlie telephone. 

“ Como here, you witches 1 Come here I ” says ho, — 
“ At your games of old, without asking mo I 
I ’ll give you a littlo job to do 

That will keep you stirring, you godless crew I ” 

They came, of course, at their master’s call, 

The witclrcs, tho broomsticks, the cats, and all ; 

He led the hags to a railway train 
The horses were trjnng to drag in vain. 

Xow, then,” nays he, “you ’vc liad your fun. 

And here are the cars you’ve got to run. 
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The driver may just unhitch his team, 

"We don’t want horses, we don’t want steam \ 
You may kcej) your old Mack cats to hug, 

Ihil the loaded train you’ve got to lug.” 

Since then on many a c-ju- you 'll see 
A brooinsliek plain as plain cau he ; 

On every stick there’s a witch astride, — 
The string yon see to her leg is tied. 

She will <lo a inisehief if she can, 

Hut tlu' .'itriiig is ln-l«l by a careful man, 

And whenever the evil-miiuUd witch 
^\ ould cut some caper, he gives a twitch. 

As for the hag, you can’t see her, 

Hut hai'k ! you can hear her black cat’s purr, 
And iu)w aiul tlien, as a car goes bv, 

^ou may catch a gleam from her wicked eye. 

Often you’ve lookcil on a rushing train, 

Hut just what moved it was not so plain. 

It could n’t bo those wires above, 

For they could neither j>ull nor shove ; 

^Vhere was the motor that made it go 
\ ou could n’t guckS, Init noio yi>H knotc, 

llemeinber my rhj'ines when you ride again 
Ou the rattling rail by tlio broomstick train I 



X. 


In my last report of our talks over tlio teacups I 
had something to say of the fondness of our people 
for titles. Where did the anti>republicaut anti-demo¬ 
cratic passion for swelling names come from, and how 
long has it been naturalized among us? 

A striking instance of it occun-ed at about the end 
of the last century. It was at that time there ap¬ 
peared among us one of the most original and singu¬ 
lar jjcrsonages to whom America iias given birth. 
Many of our company, — many of my readers, — are 
w’ell ac^juainted with his name, and not wholly igno¬ 
rant of his history. They will not object to luy giv¬ 
ing some particulai^ relating to him, which, if not new 
to them, will be now to others into whose hands these 
pages may fall. 

Timothy Dexter, the first claimant of a title of 
nobility among the people of the United States of 
America, was bom in the town of ^laldcu, near Bos¬ 
ton. He served an apprenticeship as a leather-dresser, 
saved some money, got some more with his wife, be¬ 
gan trading and speculating, and became at last rich, 
for those days. His most famous business enterprise 
was that of sending an invoice of warming-pans to the 
"VVest Indies. A few tons of ice would liave seemed 
to promise a better return; but in point of fact, ho 
tells us, the warming-pans were found useful in the 
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niaiuifactiirc of sugar, and brought him in a handsome 
])rofit. Ilis ambition rose with his fortune. He pur¬ 
chased a large and stately house in Newbuiyport, and 
l'roeco<led to embellish and furnish it according to tlic 
ilietates of his taste ami fancy. In the gronmls al)Out 
his house, he oausetl to be ereeted between forty and 
fifty wooden statues of groat men and allegorical fig¬ 
ures, together with four lions and one lamb. Among 
the.se images were two statues of Dexter hinnself, one 
of which held a label with a characteristic inscription. 
His house was ornamented witli minarets, adorned 
witli golden balls, and surmounted by a large gilt 
eagle. He equipped it with costly furniture, with 
2>ainllngs, and a library. He went so far as to 2)ro- 
cure the services of a jioet laureate, whose business it 
seems to have been to sing his i)raises. Surrounded | 
with sidcndors like these, the jdain title of “ Mr.” 
Dexter wouhl have been infinitely too mean and com¬ 
mon. Ho therefore boldly took the step of self-en¬ 
nobling, and gave liimself forth — as he said, obeying 
“ the voice of the pcojdc at large ” — as “ Lord Tim- 
otl>y Dexter,” by which aj>pellation he has ever since 
been known to the American public. 

If to be the pioneer in the introduction of Old 
^Vorld titles into rcj)ublican America can confer a 
claim to be remembered by i^ostgrity, Lord Timo¬ 
thy Dexter has a right to historic^ immortality. If 
the true American sj>irit shows itself most clearly 
in boundless self-assertion, Timothy Dexter is the 
gi'cat original American egotist. If to throw off 
the shackles of Old World i>cdautry, and defy the 
paltry rules and examples of grammarians and rheto¬ 
ricians, is the special jirovince and the chartered priv¬ 
ilege of the American writer, Timothy Dexter is the 
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founder of a new school, which tramples under foot the 
conventionalities that hampered and subjugated the 
faculties of the poets, the dramatists, the historians, 
essaj'ists, story-tcliei's, orators, of the worn-out races 
which have i>icccdcd the great American people. 

The material traces of the first American noble¬ 
man’s existence have nearly disai>j)earcd. The house 
is still standing, but the statues, the ininai*ets, tljo 
arches, and the memory of the great Lord Timothy 
Dexter live chiefly in tradition, and in the work whicli 
he bequeathed to posterity, and of which I shall say a 
few words. It is unquestionably a thoroughly original 
production, and I fear that some readers may think I 
am trifling with them when I am quoting it literally. 
I am goiyg to make a strong claim for Lord Timothy 
as against other candidates for a certain elevated 
position. 

Thomas Jefferson is commonly recognized as the 
first to proclaim before the world the political inde¬ 
pendence of America. It is not so generally agreed 
upon as to who was the first to announce the literary 
emancipation of our country. 

One of Mr. Linerson’s biographers has clainual 
that his Phi IJcta Iva]>pa Oration was our Declaration 
of Literary Independence. 15 ut Mr. Lmerson did 
not cut himself loose from all the traditions of Old 
AVorld scholarship. He spelled his w'ords correctly, 
he constructed his sentences grammatically. Ho ad- 
liercd to the slavish rrilcs of propriety, and observed 
the reticences which a traditional delicacy has con¬ 
sidered inviolable in decent society, European and 
Oi iental alike. When ho wrote poetry, he commonly 
selected subjects wliich seemed adajited to poetical 
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treatment, — apparently thinking that ail things were 
not equally calculatetl to inspire the true poet’s genius. 
Once, indeed, he ventured to refer to “ the meal in the 
firkin, the milk in the pan," but lie chiefly restricted 
himself to subjects such as a fastidious convention¬ 
alism would approve as having a certain fitness for 
poetical treatment. lie was not always so careful as 
he might liave been in the rhythm and rh3'mc of his 
verse, but in the main he recognized the old estab¬ 
lished laws which have been accepted as regulating 
both. In short, with all his originality*, he worked in 
Old AVorld harness, and cannot be considered as the 
creator of a truly American, self-governed, self-cen¬ 
tred, absolutely independent style of thinking and 
writing, knowing no law but its own sovereign will 
and pleasure. 

A stronger claim might be urged for ^Ir. AVhitman. 
lie takes into his hospitable vocabulaiy words which 
no Knglish dictionary recognizes as belonging to the 
language, — words which will bo looked for in vain 
outside of his own pages. He accepts as poetical sub¬ 
jects all things alike, common and unclean, without 
discrimination, miscellaneous as the contents of tiro 
great sheet which Peter saw let doum from heaven. 
He carries the principle of republicanism through the 
whole world of created objects. Ho will “ thread a 
thread through [his] poems,” ho tells us, “that no 
one thing in the universe is inferior to another thing.” 
No man has ever asserted the surpassing dignity and 
importance of the American citizen so boldly and 
freely as Mr. Whitman. He calls himself “ teacher 
of the unquenchable creed, namely, egotism.” Ho 
begins one of his chants, “ I celebrate myself,” but he 
takes us all in as partners in his self-glox’ification. Ho 
believes in Aonorica as the new Eden. 
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“ A world primal n^iu, — ^nstas of glory inccssaut aud branch¬ 
ing* 

A new race dominating previous ones and grander far. 

New politics — new literature and religions — new inventions 
and arts.” 

Of the new literature he himself has furnished 
SjiGcimens which certainly have all the originality he 
can claim for them. So far as egotism is eoucerned, 
lie was clearly anticipated by the titled personage to 
whom I have referred, who says of himself, “ 1 am the 
first in the Kast, the fii'st in the ^Vest, and the greats 
est philosopher in the Western world.’* But while 
^Ir. Whitman divests himself of a part of his bap¬ 
tismal name, the distinguished New Englander thus 
announces his proud jiositioii : “Ime the first Lord in 
the 3'ounited States of A mercaiy Now of Newbur^- 
port. it is the voice of the peopcl and I cant Help it.” 
This extract is from his famous little book called A 
Pickle for the Knowing Ones.” As an inventor of 
a new American st^do he goes far bej’ond Mr. ^Vhit- 
iiian, who, to bo sure, cares little for tlie dictionary, 
and makes his o^>^l rules of rhythm, so far as theix* is 
any rhytlim in his sentences. But Lord Timothy 
spells to suit himself, and in ])l:ice of cmplojdng punc¬ 
tuation as it is commonly used, prints a separate page 
of periods, colons, semicolons, commas, notes of inter¬ 
rogation and of admiration, with which the reader is 
requested to “ peper and soolt ” the hook as he pleases. 

I am afraid that Mr. Emerson and Mr. AVhitmaii 
must yield the claim of declaring American literary 
indejicndcnce to Lord Timothy Lexter, who not only 
taught his countrymen that they need not go to the 
Heralds* College to authenticate their titles of nobil¬ 
ity, but also that they were at perfect liberty to spell 
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just as they liked, and to write without trouhiing them¬ 
selves about stops of any kind. In writing what I 
suppose ho intended for poetry’, he did not even take 
the ]>nins to break up liis lines into lengths to make 
them look like verse, as may l»e seen by the following 
specimen : — 


WONDER OF WONDERS I 

How groat the Boiil is ! Do iiot you all wonder and admiro 
to ROC and liohold and lioar ? Can you all believe half the truth, 
ninl udmiro to hear the wonders how groat the soul is — only 
bohohl — past tindiiig out I Only see how largo the so»d is I 
tliat if a man is drowned in the sea what a great bnhblc comes 
np out of the top c)f the water. . . . The bubble is the soul. 

I confess that I am not iii S3’mpatby with some of 
the movements that accompany the manifestations of 
American social and literary' independence. I do not 
like the assumption of titles of Lt>rds and Ivnights hy 
l)lain citizens of a country' which prides itself on rec- 
otiiiizinc: simole manhood and womanhood as suffi- 

O O X 

ciently entitled to respect without these unnecessary 
additions. I do uot like any better the familiar, and 
as it seems to me rude, way of speaking of our fellow- 
citizens who are entitled to the common courtesies of 
civilized society. I never thought it dignified or even 
proi)cr for a President of the United States to call 
himself, or to bo called by others, “Frank” Pierce. 
In the first place I had to look in a biographical dic¬ 
tionary to find out whether his baptismal name was 
Franklin, or Francis, or simply Frank, for I think 
children are sometimes christened with this abbrevi¬ 
ated name. But it is too much in the style of Cow- 
per 3 unpleasant acquaintance : — 



OVEU THE TF-ACITS. 


237 


“ The mau who hails j’on Toni or Jack, 

And proves by thninpiag on your back 
How ho esteems yoxir merit.” 

I sliouUl not like to hear our past chief inaglstratos 
spoken of as Jack Adams or Jim Madison, and it would 
liavc been only as a political pai-tisan that I shovxld 
have reconciled in5’.sclf to ‘'Tom'’ Jefferson. So, in 
spite of “ Ben ” Jonson, “ Tom ’’ ]Moore, and “ Jack ** 
Sheppard, I prefer to speak of a fellow-citizen already 
vencx'ablo by his years, entitled to respect by useful 
services to his country, and recognized by many as the 
prophet of a new poetical dispensation, with the cus¬ 
tomary title of adults rather than by the free and easy 
school-boy abbreviation with which he introduced him¬ 
self many years ago to the public. As for hi.s rhajK 
sodics, Number Seven, our “cracked Teacuj), ” sa3’s 
they sound to him like “ fugues pla^'od on a big organ 
which has been struck by’ liglitning.” So far as con¬ 
cerns literaiy independence, if we understand by that 
term the getting rid of our subjection to British crit¬ 
icism, such as it was in the days when the (juestion 
was asked, “ Who reads an Aiiicrican book ? ” wo 
may con.sider it pretty w<*ll established. If it xncans 
dispensing with imnctuation, coining words at will, 
self-revelation unrestrained by a sense of what is deco¬ 
rous, declamations in which evcrj’thing is glorified 
without being idealized, “i>oetry” in which the reader 
must make the rhy’thins which the poet has not made 
for him, then I think wo had bettor continue literary 
colonists. I shrink from a lawless indepundenco to 
which all the virile energy and tnxmpling audacity of 
^Ir. Whitman fail to reconcile me. But there is room 
for everybody and cvcrytliiiig in our huge hemisphere. 
Young America is like a thrcc-year-old colt with his 
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sail<lle auil briille just taken oft'. Xlic fii'st tKiiig he 
wants to do is to roU. lie is a droll object, sprawling 
in the grass with hi.s four lioofs in the air ; but he 
likes it, and it won't harm us. So let him roll, — let 
him roll! 

Of all The Teacups around oxir table. Number Five 
is the one who is the object t>£ the greatest interest. 
Kverybodv waxits to be her friend, and she has room 
enough in her hospitable nature to find a place for 
evevv one who is worthy of the privilege. The difti- 
eulty is that it is so hard to be her frieml without be- 
eoming her lover. I have said before that she turns 
the subjects of her Ciree-like enchantment, not into 
swine, but into lambs. The Ihofcssor and I move 
round among her lambs, the docile and amiable flock 
that come and go at her bidding', that follow her foot- 
ste])s, and are content to live in the sunshine of her 
smile and within reach of the music of her voice. I 
lilce to get Ijer away from their amiable bleatings ; I 
love to talk with her about life, of which she has seen 
a great deal, for she knows what it is to bo an idol in 
society and the centre of her social circle. It might 
be a question whether womeu or men most admire and 
love her. "With her own sex she is alwa3'S helpful, 
sympathizing, tender, charitable, sharing their griefs 
as well as taking part in their pleasures. AVith men 
it has seemed to make little clift'erenee whether they 
were young or old : all have found her the same sweet, 
unaffected companion ; fresh enough iu feel¬ 
ing for the youngest, deep enough in the wisdom of 
the heart for the oldest. She does not pretend to b© 
j'outhful, nor does she ti'ouble herself that she has seen 
the roses of more Junes than many of the younger 
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women who gather round her. She has not had to 
say, 

Comme je regrette 

il/on hras si ilodu, 

for her arm has never lost its roundness, and her face 
is one of those that cannot be cheated of their charm 
even if they live long enough to look upon the grown 
up grandchildren of their coevals. 

It is a wonder how Number Five can find the time | 
to be so much to so many friends of both sexes, in 
spite of the fact that she is one of the most insatiable 
of readers. She not only reads, but she remembers; 
she not only remembers, but she records, for her own 
use and pleasure, and for the delight and profit of 
those wlio are privileged to look over her note-books. 
Number Five, as I think I liavc said before, lias not 
the ambition to figure as an authoress. That she 
could write most agreeably is certain. I have seen 
letters of hers to friends which prove that clearly 
enough. Whether she would find prose or verse the 
most natural mode of expression I cannot say, but I 
know she is passionately fond of poetry, and I should 
not be 8 Ui*j)rised if, laid away among th<‘ pressed pan¬ 
sies and roses of past summers, there were poems, — 
songs, perhaps, of her own, which she sings to herself 
with her fingers touching the piano ; for to that she 
tells her secrets in tones sweet as the ring-dove's call 
to her mate. 

1 am afraid it may be suggested that I am drawing 
Number Five’s poiTrait too nearly after some model 
who is unconsciously sitting for it; but have n’t I told 
you that you must not look for flesh and blood per¬ 
sonalities behind or beneath iny Teacups ? I am not 
going to make these so lifelike that you will be saying, 
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Tliisj is Mr., or Miss, or ^Mrs. So-aiicl-So. My readers 
must remcuiber that there ai’C very many pi’ctty, sweet, 
amiable p;irls ami women sitting at their pianos, and 
tindin<f eliords to the music of their heart-strings. If 
I have pictured Nuiiiber Five as one of lier lambs 
might <lo it, I have succeeded in what I wanted to ac- 
com])lish. Wliy don't I describe her person ? If I 
do, some gossip or other will be sure to say, “ Oh, ho 
means h(t\ of course,'* and find a name to match the 


j>ronoun. 

It is strange to see how we are all coming to depend 
upon the friendly aid of Number Five in our various 
pcrj>lexities. 'I'lie Counsellor asked her opinion in 
one of those eases where a divorce was too probable, 
but a reconciliation was possible. It takes a woman 
to sound a woman's heart, and she found there was 


still love enough under the rufRed waters to warrant 
tlio ho])e of peace and tranquillity. The young Doctor 
went to her for counsel in the case of a h3'stcric ^rl 
•possesscil with the idea that she was a born poetess, 
ami covering whole pages of foolscai^ with senseless 
outbursts, which she wrote in parox3'sms of wild ex¬ 
citement, and read w’ith a rapture of self-admiration 
which there was nothing in her verses to justify or 
account for. How sweetly Number Five dealt with 
that ])oor deluded sister in her talk with the Doctor! 
“Yes," she said to him, “nothing can be fuller of 
vanity*, sclf-worshij>, and self-ileception. But we must 
be vciy gentle with her. I knew a 3’^oung girl tor¬ 
mented with aspirations, and possessed by a belief 
that she was meant for a higher place than that which 
fate liad assigned her, who needed wholesome advice, 
just as this poor 3'oiing thing docs. She did not ask 
for it, and it was not offered. Alas, alas! ‘ no man 
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cared for her soul/—no man nor woman either. She 
was in lier early teens, and the thought of her earthly 
future, as it stretched out before her, was more than 
she could bear, and she sought the presence of her 
^laker to ask the meaning of her abortive existence. 
— ^Ve will talk it over. I will help you take care of 
this child.’* 

IJie Doctor was thankful to have her assistance in 
a case with wliicli he would have found it difficult to 
deal if he had been left to his unaided judgment, 
and between them the young girl was safely piloted 
through the i>erilous straits in which she came near 
shipwreck. 

I know that it is commonly said of her that every 
male friend of hers must become her lover unless he 
is already lassoed by another. 17 faut 2>cisscr i^ar 7 a, 
The young Doctor is, I think, safe, for I am convinced 
that he is bewitched with Delilah. Since she lias left 
us, he lias seemed rather dejected ; I feel sure that he 
misses her. AVe all do, liut he more seriously than 
the rest of us. I have said that I cannot tell whether 
the Counsellor is to be counted as one of Number 
ti\c s lambs or not, but he evidently admires her, and 

if he is not fascinated, looks as if lie were very near 
that condition. 

It was a more delicate matter about which the 
Tutor talked witli her. Something which she had 
jileasantly said to him about the two Annexes led him 
to ask her, more or less seriously, it may bo remem¬ 
bered, about the fitness of either of them to bo the 
wife of a young man in his position. She talked so 
sensibly, as it seemed to him, about it that he contin¬ 
ued the conversation, and, shy as he was, became quite 
easy and confidential in her comi>any. The Tutor is 
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not only a poet, but is a great reader of the poetry of 
many languages. It so happened that is umber hive 
was puzzled, one day, in reading a sonnet of l?etrarcli, 
and had recourse to the Tutor to explain the difficult 
)>assage. She found him so thoroughly instructed, so 
clear, so much interested, so ready to impart know¬ 
ledge, and so happy in his way of doing it, that she 
asked him if he would not allow her the privilege of 
reading an Italian author under his guidance, now and 
then. 

The Tutor found Number Five an apt scholar, and 
something more than that ; for while, as a linguist, he 
was, of course, her master, her intelligent comments 
brought out the beauties of an author in a w'ay to 
make the text seem like a different version. They did 
not alwa3's confine themselves to the book they were 
reading. Number Five showed some curiosity about 
the Tutor’s relations with the two Annexes. She sug¬ 
gested whether it would not be well to ask one or both 
of them in to take part in their readings. The Tutor 
blushed and hesitated. “ Perhaps you would like to 
ask one of them,” said Number Five. “ "Which one 
shall it be? ’* “ It makes no difference to mo which,” 

he answered, “ but I do not see that we need either. 
Number Five did not press the matter further. So 
the young Tutor and Number Five read together pretty 
regularljs and came to depend upon their meeting 
over a book as one of their stated seasons of enjoy¬ 
ment. He is so many years younger than she is that 
I do not suppose be will have to pass jiav as most 
of her male friends have done. I tell her sometimes 
that she reminds mo of my Alma Mater, always young, 
always fresh in her attractions, with her scholars all 
round her, many of them graduates, or to graduate 
sooner or later. 
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What do I mean by graduates? Why, that tliey 
have made love to her, and would be entitled to her 
diploma, if she gave a parchment to each one of 
them who had had the courage to face the inevitable. 
About the Counsellor I am, as I have said, in doubt. 
AVho wrote that “ I Like You and I Love You,’* which 
we found in the sugar - bowl the other day ? AA’^as 
it a graduate who had felt the “ icy dagger,” or only 
a candidate for graduation who was afraid of it? So 
completely does she subjugate those who come under 
lier influence tliat I believe she looks upon it as a mat¬ 
ter of coui'se that the fateful cpiestiou will certainly 
come, often after a brief acquaintance. She confessed 
as much to me, who am in her confidence, and not a 
candidate for graduation from her acadciu)'. Ilei 
graduates — her lambs I c.alled tliem — are commonly 
faithful to lier, and though now and then one may 
have gone off and sulked in solitude, most of them 
feel kindly to her, and to those who have shared the, 
common fate of her suitors. I do really believe that! 
some of them would be glad to see her captured by' 
any one, if such there can be, w’ho is worthy of her. 
She is the best of friends, they say, but can she love 
anybody, as so many other women do, or seem to ? 
Why should n t our iVIusician, who is evidently fond 
of her company, and sings and plays duets with her, 
steal her heart as Piozzi stole that of the pretty and 
bright Airs. Thrale, as so many music-teachers have 
run away with their pupils’ hearts ? At present she 
seems to be getting along very placidly and content¬ 
edly with her young friend the Tutor. There is some¬ 
thing quite charming in their relations with each other.. 
He knows many things she docs not, for ho is reck¬ 
oned one of the most learned in his literary specialty 
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of all tho young men of liis time ; and it can be a 
question of only a few j-ears when some fii-st-class pro¬ 
fessorship will be offered him. She, on the other hand, 
has so much more exj>erience, so much more practi¬ 
cal wisdom, than he has that he consults her on many 
ovory-day questions, as ho did, or made believe do, 
. about that of making love to one of the two Annexes. 
I had thought, when we first sat round tho tea-table, 
that she was good for the bit of romance I wanted ; 
but since she has undertaken to be a kind of half- 
maternal friend to the young Tutor, I am afraid I 
shall have to give her up as the heroine of a romantic 
episode. It would be a pit}' if there were nothing to 
commend these papers to those who take up this iferi- 
odieal but essays, more or less significant, on subjects 
more or less interesting to the jaded and impatient 
readers of the numberless stories and entertaining 
articles which crowd the magazines of this prolific 
lioriod. A whole year of a tea-table as large as ours 
without a single love passage in it would be discredit¬ 
able to the company. AVc must find one, or make 
one, before the tea-things arc taken away and the 
table is no longer spread. 

The Dictator turns preacher. 

AVc liavc so many light and playful talks over the 
teacups that some readers may be surprised to find ns 
taking up the most serious and solemn subject which 
can occuj)y a human intelligence. The sudden ap¬ 
pearance among our New England Protestants of tho 
doctrine of purgatory as a possibility, or even proba- 
bility, has startled the descendants of the Puritans. 
It has naturally led to a reconsideration of the doc¬ 
trine of eternal punishment. It is on that subject 
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that Number Five and I have talked together. I love 
to listen to her, for she talks from the promptings of 
a true woman’s heart. I love to talk to her, for I 
learn my own thoughts better in that way than in any 
other. I/'appetit vient cn mangeant'' tha French 
saying has it. L'esprit vient C 7 i catisant ; ” that is, 
if one can find the right persons to talk with. 

The subject which has specially interested Xuinber 
Five and myself, of late, was suggested to me in the 
following way. 

Some two years ago I received a letter from a 
clergyman who bears by inheritance one of the most 
distinguished names which has done honor to the 
American “ Orthodox pulpit. This letter requested 
of me “ a contribution to a proposed work which was 
to present in their own language the views of ‘ many 
men of many minds * on the subject of future punish* 
mont. It was in my mind to let the public hear not 
only from professional theologians, but from other 
professions, as from jurists on the alleged but disputed 
value of the hangman’s whip overhanging the witness- 
box, and from physicians on the working of beliefs 
about the future life in the minds of the dangerously 
sick. And I could not help thinking what a good 
thing it woidd be to draw out [the present writer^ 
upon his favorite bordcrlantl between the spiritual 
and the material.” The communication came to me, 
as the writer reminds mo in a recent letter, at a 
“painfully inopportune time,” and though it was 
courteously answered, was not made the subject of a 
special reply. 

This request confers upon me a certain right to ex¬ 
press my opinion on this weighty subject without fear 
and without reproach even from those who might be 
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ready to take offence at one o£ the laity for meddling 
with pulpit questions. It shows also that this is not a 
dead issue in our community, as some of the younger 
generation seem to tliink. There are some, there may 
he many, wlio would like to hear what impressions 
one has received on the subject referred to, after a 
long life in which he has heard and read a great deal 
about the matter. There is a certain gravity in the 
position of one who is, in the order of nature, very 
near the uiuliscovercd country. A man who has 
j)assed his eighth decade feels as if he were already in 
the auteehainber of tlie apartments which he maybe 
called to occuiiy in the house of many mansions. Plis 
convictions regartling the future of our race are likely 
to be serious, and his expressions not lightly uttered. 
The question my correspondent suggests is a tremen¬ 
dous one. No other interest compares for one mo¬ 
ment with that belonging to it. It is not only our- 
sel\os that it concerns, but all wbom we love or ever 
have loved, all our human brotherhood, as well as our 
wliolc idea of the Being who made us and the relation 
in which lie stands to his creatures. In attempting 
to answer my correspondent’s question, I shall no 
doubt repeat many things I have said before in dif¬ 
ferent forms, on different occasions. This is no more 
than every clergyman does habitually, and it would be 
bard if I could not have the same license which the 
professional preacher enjoys so fully. 

Number Five and I have occasionally talked on re- 
ligious questions, and discovered many points of agree¬ 
ment in our views. Both of us grew up under the old 
‘‘ Orthodox or Calvinistic system of belief. Both of 
us accepted it in our early years as a part o£ our edu- 
natiou. Our experience is a common one. William 
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Cullen Bryant says o£ himself, “ The Calvini^tic 
system of divinity I adopted of course, as I hoard 
nothing else taught from the pulpit, and supposed it 
to he the accepted belief of the religious world. ^ 15 ut 
it was not the “five points” which remained in the 
young poet’s memory and shaped his higher life. It 
was the influence of his mother that left its permanent 
impression after the questions and answers of the As¬ 
sembly’s Catechism had faded out, or remained in 
memory only as fossil suvvivois of an extinct or fast- 
disappearing theological formation. The important 
point for him, as for so many other children of Puri¬ 
tan descent, was not his father’s creed, but his 
mother’s character, precepts, and example. ‘ She 
was a person,” lie says, “ of excellent practical sense, 
of a quick and sensitive moral judgment, and had no 
patience with any form of deceit or duplicity. Her 
proinjit condemnation of injustice, even in those in¬ 
stances in which it is tolerated by the world, made a 
strong impression upon me in early life ; and if, in 
the discussion of public questions, I have in my riper 
age endeavored to keep in View the great rule of right 
without much regard to persons, it has been owing in 
a great degiec to the force of her example, which 
taught mo never to countenance a wrong because 
others did.” 

I have quoted this passage because it was an expe¬ 
rience not wholly unlike my own, and in certain re¬ 
spects like that of Number Five. To grow up in a 
narrow creed and to grow out of it is a tremendous 
trial of one’s nature. There is always a bond of fel¬ 
lowship between those who have been through such an 
ordeal. 

The experiences we have had in common naturally 
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lead US to talk over the theological questions v.-hich at 
this time are constantly presenting tlieinselvos to the 
public, not only in the books and papers expressly de¬ 
voted to that class of subjects, but in many of the 
newspapers ami popular periodicals, from the week¬ 
lies to tlic quarterlies. The pulpit used to lay down 
the law to the pews ; at the jircscnt time, it is of more 
consequence what the pews think than what the min¬ 
ister does, for the obvious i-eason that the j>ews can 
change their minister, and often do, whereas the min¬ 
ister cannot change the pews, or can do so onl^' to a 
very limited extent. Tlie preacher's garment is cut 
according to the pattern of that of the hearers, for the 
most part. Thirty years ago, when I was writing on 
theological subjects, I came in for a very pretty share 
of abuse, such as it was the fashion of that day, at 
least in certain quarters, to bestow upon those who 
wore outside of the high-walled enclosures in which 
many persons, not naturally unamiablc or exclusive, 
found themselves imprisoned. Since that time what 
changes have taken jdacc ! "Who will believe tliht a 
M'ell-behaved and reputable citizen could have been 
denounced as a “ moral parricide,’' because he attacked 
some of the doctrines in which ho was supposed to 
have been brought up ? A single thought should have 
prevented the masked theologian who abused his in¬ 
cognito from using such libellous language. 

!Mnch, and in many families most, of tbe religious 
tcaclilng of children is committed to tbe mother. The 
experience of AVilliam Cullen I5ryant, which I have 
related in his own words, is that of many New Eng¬ 
land children. Now, tho sternest dogmas that ever 
came from a soul cramped or palsied by an obsolete 
creed become W'onderfully softened in passing between 
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tlie lips of a mother. The cruel doctrine at which all 
hut case-hardened “professionals” shudder comes out, 
as she teaches and illustrates it, as unlike its original 
as the milk which a peasant mother gives her babe is 
unlike the coarse food which furnishes her nourish¬ 
ment. The virus of a cursing creed is rendered com¬ 
paratively harmless by the time it reaches the young 
sinner in the nurserv. Its effects fall as far short of 
what might have been expected from its virulence as 
the i)early vaccine vesicle falls short of the terrors of 
the confluent small-pox. • Controvcx'sialists should 
therefore be careful (^for their own sakes, for they 
hurt nobody so much as themselves) how they use 
such terms as “ parricide ” as characterizing those who 
do not agree in all points witli the fathers whom or 
whose memory they lionor and venerate. They might 
with as much propriety call them matricides, if they 
did not agree with the milder teachings of their moth¬ 
ers. I can imagine Jonathan Edwards in the nursery 
with his three-year-old child upon his knee. The 
child looks up to his face and says to him, — 

“Papa, nxirse tells me that you say God hates ino 
worse than lie hates one of those hori'id ugly snakes 
that crawl all round. Docs God hate me so?” 

“ Alas ! my child, it is but too true. So long as 
you are out of Christ you are as a viper, and worse 
than a viper, in liis sight.” 

By and by, Mrs. Edwards, one of the loveliest of 
women and sweetest of mothers, comes into the nur¬ 
sery. The child is crying. 

“ What is the matterf^my darling? ” 

“ Papa has been telling me that God hates me 
worse than a snake.” 

Poor, gentle, poetical, sensitive, si)irituul, almost 


OVKK THE TEACLTS. 


250 

celestial Mrs. JonatLan Edwards ! On the one hand 
the terrihle sentence conceived, written do^^^l, given to 
the press, by the child's father ; on the other side the 
trusting child looking up at her, and all the mother 
pleadii^g in her heart against the frightful dogma of 
her revered husband. Do you suppose she left that 
poison to rankle in the tender soul of her darling? 
'Would it have been moral parricide for a son of the 
great divine to have repudiated the doetrinc which 
degradeil his blameless infancy to the condition and 
befow the condition of the reptile? M'as it parricide 
in the second or third degree when his descendant 
struck out that venomous sentence from the page in 
which it stood as a monument to what depth Christian 
hoathenism could sink under the teaching of the groat 
master of logic and spiritual inhumanity ? It is too 
late to be angry about the abuse a well - meaning 
writer received thirty years ago. The whole atmos¬ 
phere has changed since then. It is mere childish¬ 
ness to expect men to believe as their fathers did ; 
that is, if they have any minds of their own. The 
world is a whole generation older and wiser than 
when the fatlicr was of his son’s age. 

So far as I have observed persons nearing the end 
of life, the Roman Catholics understand the business 
of dying better than Protestants. They have an ex¬ 
pert hy^them, armed with spiritual specifics, in which 
they both, iiatient and priestly ministrant, place im¬ 
plicit trust. Confession, the Eucharist, Extreme Unc¬ 
tion, — these all inspire a confidence which without 
this symbolism is too apt to bo wanting in over-sensi¬ 
tive natures. They have been peopled in earlier years 
with ghastly spectres of avenging fiends, moving m a 
sleci>less world of devouring flames and smothering 
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cxhalation^i; "where nothing lives but the sinner, the 
fiends, and the reptiles who help to make life an un¬ 
ending torture. It is no wonder that these images 
sometimes return to the enfeebled intelligence. To 
exorcise them, the old Church of Christendom has her 
mystic formulae, of which no rationalistic prescription 
can take the place. If Cowper had been a good Ho¬ 
man Catholic, instead of having his conscience han¬ 
dled by a Protestant like John Newton, he would not 
have died despairing, looking upon himself as a casta¬ 
way. I have seen a good many Roman Catholics on 
their dying beds, and it always appeared to me that 
they accepted the ineviUible with a composure which 
showed that their belief, w’hether or not the best to 
live by, was a better one to die by than most of the 
harder creeds which have replaced it. 

In the more intelligent circles of American society 
one may question anything and everything, if he will 
only do it civilly. o may talk about eschatology, — 
the science of last things, — or, if you will, the nat¬ 
ural history of the undiscovered country', w’ithout 
offence before anybody except young children and 
very old women of both sexes. In our New England 
the great Andover discussion and the heretical mis¬ 
sionary question have benumbed all sensibility on this 
subject as entirely, as completely, as the new local an¬ 
aesthetic, cocaine, deadens the sensibility of the part 
to which it is applied, so that the eye may have its 
mote or beam plucked out without feeling it, — as the 
novels of Zola and Maupassant have hardened the 
delicate nerve^ntres of the women who have fed 
their imaginations on the food they have furnished. 

The generally professed belief of the Protestont 
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world as embodied in their published creeds is that 
the great mass of mankind arc destined to an eternity 
of suffering. Ttiat this eternity is to bo one of bod¬ 
ily pain — of “ torment ” — is the literal teaching of 
Seriptiuc, which has been literally interpreted by the 
theologians, the poets, and the artists of many long 
ages which foDowed the acceptance of the recorded 
legends of the church as infallible. The doctrine has 
always been recognized, as it is nov/, as a very terrible 
one. It has found a support in the story of the fall 
of man, and the view taken of the relation of man to 
his ^laker since that event. The hatred of God to 
mankind in virtue of their “ first disobedience ” and 
inherited depravity is at the bottom of it. The ex¬ 
tent to which that idea was carried is well shown in 
the expressions I have borrow'ed from Jonathan Ed¬ 
wards. According to his teaching, — and he was a 
rcasoncr who knew what ho was talking about, what 
was involved in the premises of the faith he accepted, 
— man inherits the curse of God as his principal 
birthright. 

"What shall we say to the doctrine of the fall of 
man as the ground of inflicting endless misery on 
the human race ? A man to be for what 

he could not help I He was expected to bo called to 
account for Adam’s sin. It is singular to notice that 
the reasoning of the w’olf w'ith the lamb should bo 
transferred to the dealings of the Creator with his 
creatures. “ You stirred the brook up and made my 
drinking-place muddy.” “ But, please your wolfship, 
I could n’t do that, for I stirred the water far down 
the stream, — below your drinking-place.” “Well, 
anyhow, your father troubled it a year or two ago, 
and that is the same thing.” So the wolf fallg upon 
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the lamb and makes a meal of him. That is wolf 
logic, — and theological reasoning. 

How shall we characterize the doctrine of endless 
torture as the destiny of most of those who have 
lived, and arc living, on this planet ? I prefer to let 
another writer speak of il. Air. John Alorley uses 
the following words : The horrors of what is per¬ 
haps the most frightful idea that has ever corroded 
human character, — the idea of eternal punishment.” 
Sismondi, the great historian, heard a sermon on eter¬ 
nal punishment, and vowed never again to enter an¬ 
other church holding the same creed. Komanism ho 
considered a religion of mercy and peace by the side 
of what the English call the Kefonnatiou. — I men¬ 
tion these protests because I happen to find them 
among my notc.s, but it would be easy to accumulate 
examples of the same kind. 'When Cowper, at about 
the end of the last century, said satirically of the 
minister he was attacking, 

“ Ho never meutioued bell to cars polite, ” 

lie was giving unconscious evidence that the sense of 
the barbarism of the idea was finding its way into the 
pulpit. "VVlien Burns, in the midst of the suliihurous 
orthodoxy of Scotland, dared to say, 

** The fear o* boll ’s n liangniaii’s wbip 
To baud the Nvreteb in order, ’* 

ho was only appealing to the common sense and com¬ 
mon humanity of his fellow'-countrymen. 

All the reasoning in the woxdd, all the proof-texts 
in old manuscripts, cannot reconcile this supposition 
of a world of sleepless and endless torment with tho 
declaration that “ God is love.” 

'Whore did this “frightfid idea” come from? *\Vo 
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aic siirprisccl, as we grow older, to find that the le¬ 
gendary hell of the chnrch is nothing more nor less 
than tlse Tartarus of the old heathen world. It has 
every inai*k of coining from the cruel heart of a 
barharous despot. Some malignant and vindictive 
Sheilc, some hiutal ^Iczentius, must liave sat for many 
picturt'S of tlie Divinity. It was not <‘nough to kill 
ins oajitivc enemy, after torturing him as much as 
ingenuity could contrive to do it. lie escaped at last 
by death, but his con<]U(n*or could not give him up so 
easily, and so his veimcance followed him into the 
unseen and unknown woild. How the doctrine got 
in amons: the loLTonds of the church we are no inoro 
bonml to show than we arc to account for the interca¬ 
lation of the '•three witnesses” text, or the false in¬ 
sertion, or fal.se omission, whichever it may be, of the 
last fourteen vcises of the Gospel of St Alark. AVo 
do not hang our grandmothers now, ns our ancestors 
did thclr.s, on the strength of the positive command, 
“ d’lum shall not suffer a witch to live.” 

Tlie simple truth is tliat civilization has outgrown 
witelicraft, and is outgrowing the Cliri.stian Tartarus. 
The pulpit no longer troubles itself about witches and 
their evil doinsrs. All the legends in the world could 
not an est the decay of that superstition and all the 
edicts that grew out of it. All the stories that can be 
found in old manuscripts will never prevent the going 
out of the fires of the legendary Inferno. It is not 
much talked about nowadays to cars polite or impolite. 
Humanity is shocked and repelled by it. The heart 
of woman is in unconquerable rebellion against it. 
The more humane sects tear it from their “ Bodies of 
Divinity ” as if it were the flaming shirt of Nessus. 
A few doctrines with wliich it was bound up havo 



OVER THE TELVCUPS. 


255 


dropped or are dropping away from it : tlie primal 
curse ; consequential damages to give infinite exten¬ 
sion to eveiy transgression of the law of God ; invert¬ 
ing the natural order of relative obligations ; stretch¬ 
ing the smallest of finite offences to the proportions 
of the infinite ; maliing the babe in arms tlic respon¬ 
sible being, and not the parent who gave it birth and 
determined its conditions of existence. 

After a doctrine like “the hangman's whip" has 
served its purpose, — if it ever had any useful pur¬ 
pose,— after a doctrine like that of witchcraft has 
hanged old women enough, civilization contrives to got 
rid of it. "When wo say that civilization crowds out 
the old superstitious legends, wo recognize two chief 
causes. The first is the naked individual protest; the 
voice of the inspiration which giveth man understand¬ 
ing. This shows itself conspicuously in the modern 
poets. Hums in Scotland, llryant, Longfellow, AV hit- 
tier, in America, preached a new gospel to the suc- 
ccssox's of men like Thomas Boston and Jonathan 
Edwards. In duo season, the growth of knowledge, 
chiefly under the form of that part of knowledge called 
science, so changes the views of the universe th.at 
many of its long-unchallenged legends become no more 
than nursery tales. The text-books of astronomy and 
geology work their way in between the questions anti 
answers of the time-honored catechisms. The doctriiio 
of evolution, so far as it is accepted, changes the whole 
relations of man to the creative power. It substitutes 
infinite hope in the place of infinite despair for the 
vast majority of manlcind. Instead of a sliipwrcck, 
from which a few cabin passengers and others are to 
bo saved in the long-boat, it gives mankind n vessel 
built to cudui'c the tempests, and at last to reach a 
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port where at the worst the passengers can find rest, 
and whore tlfcoy may hope for a home better than any 
which they ever liad in their old country. It is all 
very well to say that men and women had their choice 
whether they would reach the safe harbor or not. 

“ Go to it graiiilaiUj child ; 

Give graudain klnjjdoin, and it pfrandam will 
Give it a plum, a cherry and a lig.’* 

"We know what the chihl will take. So which course 
wo shall take depends very mnch on the way the choice 
is presented to us, and on what the chooser is by na¬ 
ture. AVliat he is by nature is not determined by 
himself,but by his parentage. “They know not what 
they do.” In one sense this is true of every human 
being. The agent docs not know, never can know, 
what makes him tliat wliich lie is. What we most 
want to ask of onr Alaker is an unfolding of the divine 
jmrposo in putting human beings into conditions in 
wliieh such numbers of them would be sure to go 
wrong. Wc want an advocate of helpless humanity 
whose task it shall be, in tlio words of Milton, 

“ To justify the ways of God to man.” 

Wo have heard Milton’s argument, but for the reali¬ 
zation of his vision of the time 

” When IIclI itself shall pass away, 

Aiul leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day, ” 

our suffering race must wait in patience. 

The greater part of the discourse the reader has had 
before him was delivered over the teacups one Sunday 
afternoon. The Mistress looked rather g^ave, as if 
doubtful whether she ought not to signify her disap¬ 
probation of wbat seemed to her uungorous doctrine. 
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However, as she knew that I was a good church-gocr 
and was on tlie best terms with her minister, she said 
nothing to show that she had taken the alarm. Num¬ 
ber Five listened approvingly. AVe had talked the 
question over well, and were perfectly agi-eed on the 
main point. How could it be otherwise? Do you 
suppose that any intellectual, sj)iritual woman, with a 
heart under her bodice, can for a moment seriously 
l>clieve that the greater number of the high-minded 
men, the noble and lovely women, the ingenuous and 
aiTectionate children, whom she knows and honors or 
loves, are to be handed over to the experts in a great 
torture-chamber, in company with the vilest creatures 
that have once worn human shape? 

“If there is such a world as used to be talked about 
from the j>ulj)it, j'ou may depend upon it, ” she said to 
me once, “ there will soon be organized a Uuiuane 
Society in heaven, and a mission established among 
‘ the spirits in prison.* ** 

Number Five is a regular church-goer, as I am. I 
do not helieve either of us would darken tlie doors of 
a church if we were lilcely to hear any of the “ old- 
fashioned ** sermons, sucli as I used to listen to in 
former years from a noted clerg3’man, whose specialty 
was the doctrine of eternal punishment. But j'ou ma^' 
go to the churches of almost any of our Proteshxnt 
denominations, xmd hear sermons by which 3'ou can 
profit, because the ministers are generally good men, 
whose moral and spiritual nattircs are above the aver¬ 
age, and who know that the harsh preaching of two 
or three gcnci'ations ago would offend and alienate a 
largo part of their audience. So neither Number Five 
nor I are hypocrites in attending church or “ going to 
meeting.” I am afraid it does not make a groat deal 
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of (lift'erenco to cither of us what may be the estab¬ 
lished creed of the worshippiiig assembly. That is a 
matter of great interest, i)erhaps of great importance, 
to them, hut of much less, comparatively, to us. Coni- 
])anionship in worship, and sitting tpiiet for an hour 
while a trained speaker, presumably somewhat better 
than w’e are, stirs up our spiritual nature, — these are 
reasons enough to Number Five, as to me, for regular 
attendance on divine worship. 

Number Seven is of a dirferent wa}' of thinking and 
feeling. He insists upon it that the churches keep in 
their coufossious of faith statements whieli they do not 
believe, ami that it is notorious tliat they are afraid to 
meddle with tlunn. The Anglo-American church has 
dropped the Athanasiaii Ci’cod from its service ; the 
Huglish mother ch\irch is afraid to. There arc plenty 
of Univorsalists, Number Seven say.s, in the Episcopa¬ 
lian and other Protestant churches, but they do not 
avow’ their belief in any fraidc and candid fashion. 
The churches know' very well, he maintains, that tho 
fear of everlasting punishment more than any or all 
other motives is the source of their power and the 
support of their organizations. Not only arc the fears 
of maidcind the whip to scourge and tho bridle to re¬ 
strain them, but they arc the basis of au almost incal- 
cidablc material interest. ‘‘ Talk about giving up tho 
doctrine of endless punishment by fire ! ’* exclaimed 
Number Seven ; ‘‘there is more capital embarked in 
the subterranean fire-chambers than in all the iron- 
furnaces on the face of tho earth. To think what an 
army of clerical beggars would be turned loose on tho 
world, if once those raging flames '^ro allowed to go 
out or to calm down 1 AVho cai< wonder that the old 
conservatives di’aw back startled and almost fright- 
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Gnocl at tlie thought that there may be a possible escape 
for some \’ictims whom tlie Devil was thought to have 
secuietl ? How man^' more generations will pass be¬ 
fore ^niton’s alarming jirophecy will find itself rcal- 
ize<l in the belief of civilize<l mankind?” 

Remember that Number Seven is called a “ crank ” 
by many persons, and take his remarks for just wliat 
they arc worth, and no more. 

Out of the preceding conversation must have origin¬ 
ated the following poem, which was found in the com¬ 
mon receptacle of these versified contributions : — 

TARTARUS. 

liilo ii) iny sifii]>Ic fjospel croed 
That ‘*(>od is Love’' so plain I road, 

SIiaU drcatiKs of hcatlicii birth aifriglit 
My jiathway through the cuinuig night? 

All, Lord of life, though sjioctres pnlo 
mi with tlioir threats the shadowy vale, 

Witli Thee iny faltering steps to aid, 

How can I dare to be afntid ? 

Shall mouldering page or fading scroll 
f)utfaco llio erharter of tlu.* soul ? 

Shall priesthooirs palsied arm protect 
Uie wrong our liuinan hearts roj(*ct, 

And smite the lips whoso sliudilcritig cry 
Prochiiins a cruel creed a lie ? 

'Ihe wizard's rope wo disallow 
\\ as justice ouce, — is murder now ! 

Is there a world of blank despair. 

And dwells the Omnipresent there ? 

Docs llo behold with smile serene 
Tlie shows of tliat unending scenes 
Wlicrc sleepless, Lo|>eless augiush lies, 

And, over dying, never dies ? 
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Say, does He bear llic safforer's g^oaii, 
And U tbat child of wrath his own ? 

O mortal, wavcrinjj in thy trust, 

Lift thy pale forehead from the dust ! 

The mists that cloud thy darkened eyes 
l-\ade ere they roach the oV*rarching skies I 
When the hliiul heralds of despair 
Would bid thee doubt a Father’s care, 
Eook up from earth, and road above 
On heaven’s blue tablet, God is Lovr I 



XI. 


TJic tea is siccetcncd. 

"Wk have been going on very pleasantly of late, 
each of us prett}' well occupied with his or her special 
business. The Counsellor has been \>leading in a 
great case, and several of The Teacups were in the 
court-room. 1 thought, but 1 will not be certain, that 
some of his ai’guments were addressed to Number 
Five rather than to the jury, — the more eloquent 
passages especially. 

Our young Doctor seems to me to be gradually get¬ 
ting known in the neighborhood and be^'oml it. A 
member of one of the more inHuential families, whoso 
rcgidar phj'sician has gone to Europe, has sent for 
him to come and see her, and as the patient is a nerv¬ 
ous lady, who has nothing in particular the matter 
with her, he is probably in for a good many visits and 
a long bill by and by. Ho has even had a call at a 
distance of some miles from home, — at least he has 
had to hire a conveyance frequently of late, for ho has 
not yet set up his own horse and chaise. We do not 
like to ask him about who his patient may be, but ho 
or she is probably a person of some consequence, as 
he is absent several hours on these out-of-toN\m visits. 
He may get a good practice before his bald spot 
makes its appearance, for I have looked for it many 
times without as yet seeing a sign of it. I am sure 
he must feel cnemwaged, for he has been very bright 
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and clieorful of late ; and if he soinetiinos looks at our 
now handmaid as if he wished she wore Delilah, I do 
not think he is hveakin" his heart about her absence. 
IVrhaps he fimls ct)nsolation in the company of the 
two Annexes, or one of them,— but which, I cannot 
make out. 11 e is in consultation occasioirally with 
Number Five, too, but whether professionally or not I 
have no means of knowing. I cannot for the life of 
me see wliat Number Five wants of a doctor for her¬ 
self, so ]»evhaps it is another ditlicult case in which 
her womanly sagacity is callctl upon to help him. 

In the mean time she and the Tutor continue their 
readings. In fact, it seems as if these readings were 
growing more frequent, ami lasted longer than they 
<lid at fust. There is a little arbor in the grounds 
connected with our place of meeting, and sometimes 
they h.'ivo gone there for their readings. Some of 
TIic Teacups have listened outside once in a while, 
for the Tutor reads well, and hi.s clc,ar voice must bo 
hoard in the more emphatic passages, whether one is 
cxjircssly listening or not. lint besitles the reading 
there is now ami then some talking, and persons talk¬ 
ing in an arbor do imt always remember that lattice- 
work, no matter how closely the vines cover it, is not 
impenetrable to the sound of the human voice. There 
was a listener one day, — it was not one of The Toa- 
ciips, I am happy to say, — who heard and reported 
some fracments of a conversatioii which reached his 
car. Nothing but the profound intimacy which exists 
between myself and the individual reader whose eyes 
are ou this page would induce mo to reveal what I 
was told of this conversation. The first words seem 
to have been in reply to some question. 

“ Why, my dear friend, how can you think of such 
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a thing ? Do yon know — I am — uM enough to ho 
your — [I think she must liavc been on the point of 
saying mothci\ but that was more than an}' woman 
coTihl bo expected to say] — old enough to be your — 
aunt? ” 

“To be sure you are,” answered tho Tutor, “ and 
what of it ? I have two aunts, both younger than I 
am. Your years may bo more than mine, but your 
life is fuller of youthfxd vitality than mine is. I 
never feel so young as when I have been witli you. 11 
don’t believe in settling afhnities b^' tho almanac.! 
You know what I have told you more than onco ; you\ 
have n’t ‘ bared the ice-cold dagger’s edge * upon mo 
yet; may 1 not cherish tho ”... 

^Vhat a pity that tho listener did not hoar tho rest 
of the sentence and the rcj>ly to it, if thcic was one ! 
Tlio readings went on tbo same as before, but I 
thought that Number Five was rather more silent and 
more pensive than she had been. 

I was much pleased when tho American Annex 
came to mo one day and told me that she and tho 
English Annex were meditating an c.xpedition, in 
which they wanted tho other Teacups to join. About 
a dozen miles frOm us is an educational institution 
of tho bigher gi*ade, whore a largo number of young 
ladies are trained in literature, art, and science, very 
much as their brothers are trained in the colleges. 
Our two young ladies have already been through 
courses of this kind in different schools, and aro now 
busy with those more advanced studies which aro ven¬ 
tured upon by only a limited number of “ graduates.” 
They have heard a good deal about this institution, 
but liave never visited it. 
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Every year, as the succosslvo classes rmisli tbeir 
course, there is a grand reunion of the former stu¬ 
dents, with an ‘‘ exhibition,” as it is called, in which 
the graduates of the year have an opportunity of 
showing their proficiency in the various branches 
taught. On that occasion pi'izcs arc awarded for ex¬ 
cellence in different departments. It would be hard 
to find a more interesting ceremony. These girls, 
now rccogiiizcd as 3'oung hnlics, arc going forth as 
missionaries of civilization among our busy people. 
They are many of them to bo teachers, and those who 
have seen what opportxinities they have to learn will 
understand their fitness for that exalted oftiee. ^lany 
arc to be the wives and mothers of the generation 
next coming upon the stage. Young and beautiful,— 
“ 3’outh is alwaj’s beautiful,” said old Samuel Rogers, 
— their countenances radiant with developed intelli¬ 
gence, their complexions, their figures, ilicir move¬ 
ments, all showing that they have had plentj* of out¬ 
door as well as indoor exercise, and have lived well in 
all respects, one would like to read on the wall of the 
liall wlicrc they arc assembled, — 

Sisle, viator! 

Si tixorem rrqutris, circuttispice ! 

This proposed expedition was a great event in our 
comparatively' quiet circle. The ISIistrcss, who was 
interested in the school, undertook to bo the matron 
of the party. The young Doctor, who knew the roads 
bettor than any of us, was to bo our pilot. He ar¬ 
ranged it so that he should have the two Annexes un¬ 
der his more immediate charge. ArVe were all on the 
lookout to see which of the two was to be the favored 
one, for it was pretty well settled among The Teacups 
that a wife he must have, whether the bald spot camo 
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or not; ne was getting into business, an<l he co\ilcl not 
achieve a complete success as a bachelor. 

Number Five ami the Tutor sceineil to come to¬ 
gether ns a matter of course. I confess that I could 
not help regretting Uiat our pretty Delilah was not 
to be one of the party. She always looked so j’oung, 
so fresh, — she would have enjoyed the excursion so 
much, that if she had been still with us I would have 
told the ^Mistress that she must put on her best dress ; 
and if she had n’t one nice enough, I would give her 
one ni5*self. I thought, too, that our 3’oung Doctor 
would have likc'd to have her with us ; but he ai>- 
peared to be getting along veiy well with the An¬ 
nexes, one of whom it seems likely that ho will annex 
to himself and his fortunes, if she fancies him, which 
is not improbable. 

The organizing of this expedition was naturally a 
catjse of great excitement among The Teacups. The 
party had to be arx-anged in such a waj' as to suit all 
concerned, which was a delicate matter. It was finally 
managed in this waj': The ^listrcss was to go with a 
bod^'guard, consisting of myself, the Professor, and 
Number Seven, who was good companj', with all his 
oddities. The 3'oung poctor was to take the two An- 
Jicxes in a wagon, and the Tutor was to drive Number 
Five in a gootl old-fashioned chaise drawn hy a well- 
conducted family horse. As for the ^lusician, he had 
gone over earl^', by special invitation, to take a part in 
certain musical exercises which were to have a place 
in the exhibition. This arrangement appeared to bo 
in cvci’y respect satisfactoiy. The Doctor was in high 
spirits, apparently delighted, and devoting himself 
with great gallantry to his two fair companions. The 
oidy fpiestion which intruded itself was, whether ho 
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iniglit not liavo preferi'Ctl tlic coinppny o£ one to that 
of 1;wo. I5ut both lookca very attractive in their host 
drosses : the English Annex, the rosier and hearticr 
of tlio two ; the American girl, more delioate in fea¬ 
tures, more mobile and excitable, but suggesting the 
thought that she would tire out before the other. 
'SVliieh of these did ho most favor? It was hard to 
say. lie seemed to look most at the English girl, 
and yet he talked move with the Ameriean girl. In 
short, he b -havetl pavtieidarly well, and neither of the 
y«mng lailies couhl ^'omplain tliat she was not attended 
to. As to the Tutor and Number Eivc, tbeir going 
to'-etlu-r eausetl no special comment. Their intimacy 
was accepted as an established fact, and nothing but 
the dilYercnce in their ages prevented the conclusion 
that it was love, and not mere friendship, which j 
brought them together. There was, no doubt, a strong: 
feeling among many j^coplc that Number Eire's affec¬ 
tions were a kind of Gibraltar or Ehrenbreitstein. — 
say rather a Iiigb table-land in the region of perpetual, 
unmelting snow. It was hard for these people to be¬ 
lieve that any man of mortal inoidd could find a foot- 
liold in that impregnable fortress,—could climb to 
that height and find the flower of love among its 
glaciers. The Tutor and Number Five were both' 
quiet, thoughtful: he, evidently cai)tivated; she,—i 
what was the moaning of her manner to him? Say; 
that she seemed./ba(? of him, as she might bo were ho 
her iiejihcw, — ono for whom she had a special liking. 
If she had a warmer feeling than this, she could 
hardly know how to manage it ; for she was so used 
to having love made to her without returning it that 
she woiUd naturally bo awkward in dealing with the , 
new experience. 
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The Doctor drove a lively rive-yeai-old horse, aiul 
took the lead. The Tutor followed with a quiet, 
steady*-going nag ; if ho had driven the five-3*ear-oLl, 
I would not have answered for the necks of the pair 
in the cliaisc, for ho was tv^o much taken np with the 
subject they were talking of, to bo very carefid about 
Ills driving. The Mistress and her escort brought up 
the rear, — I holding tlie reins, the Professor at my 
side, and Number Seven sitting with the ^listress, 

Wq arrived at the institution a little later than wo 
had cxjJCcted to, and the students were flocking into 
the hall, where the Commencement exercises were to 
take place, and the mcdal-scholai's were to receive the 
tokens of their excellence in the varioxis departments. 
Prom our scats we could see the greater part of the 
assembly, — not quite all, however of the pupils. A 
pleasing sight it was to look upon, this array of young 
ladies dressed in white, with their class badges, ami 
with the ribbon of the shade of blue affected by the 
scholars of the institution. If Solomon in all his 
glory was not to be compared to a lily, a whole betl 
of lilies could not bo compared to this garden-bed of 
youthful womanhood. 

The performances were very much the same as 
most of us have .seen at the academies and collegiate 
schools. Some of the graduating clas.s read their 
“ compositions,’* one of which was a poem, — aii echo 
of the prevailing American echoes, of course, hut 
prettily worded and intelligently read. Then thcro 
was a song sung by a choir of the pupils, led by their 
instructor, who wtis assisted by the Musician whom 
we count among TIic Teacups. There was something 
in one of the voices that reminded nio of one I had 
heard before. Where eoidd it have been ? 1 am 
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Blue I caunot remoniber. There arc some good voices 
ill our village choir, but none so pure and biid-likc as 
this. A sudden thought came into my head, but I 
kept it to myself. I lieard a tremulous catching of 
the breath, something like a sob, close by me. It was 
the Mistress, — she was crying. AVhat was she cry¬ 
ing for? It was impressive, ccrtainlj’, to listen to 
these young voices, many of them blending for the 
last time, — for the scholars were soon to be scattered 
all over the eountrv, and some of them beyond its 
boundaries, — but why the Mistress was so carried 
away, I did not know. She must bo more impressible 
.than most of us ; yet I thought Number Five also 
looked as if she were having a struggle with herself 
to keep down some rebellious signs of emotion. 

The exercises went on very pleasingly until they 
came to the awarding of the gold medal of the year 
and the valedictory, which was to be delivered by the 
young lady to whom it was to be presented. The 
name was called; it was one not unfamiliar to our 
cars, and the bearer of it — the Delilah of our tea- 
table, Avis as she was known in the school and else¬ 
where — rose in her place and came forward, so that 
for the first time on that day, we looked upon her. It 
was a sensation for The Teacups. Our modest, quiet 
w'aiting-girl was the best scholar of her year. We 
had talked French before her, and wo learned that 
she was the best French scholar the teacher had ever 
had in the school. Wo had never thought of her ex¬ 
cept as a pleasing and w’ell-trained handmaiden, and 
here she was an accomplished young lad}'. 

Avis went through her part very naturally and grace¬ 
fully, and when it w'as finished, and she stood before 
\is with the medal glittering on her breast^ wo did not 
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know whether to smile or to cry, — some of us tlitl 
one, and some the other.—We all had an opportunity 
to sec Iier and con^atulate her before we left the in¬ 
stitution. The mystery of her six weeks’ serving at 
our table was easily solved. She had been studying 
too hard and too long, and required some change of 
scone and occupation. She had a fancy for trying to 
see if she could support herself as so many young 
women are obliged to, and found a place with us, — 
the Mistress only knowing her secret. 

“ She is to be our young Doctor's wife ! ” the iSIis- 
tress whispered to me, and did some more crying, — 
not for grief, certainly. 

Whether our young Doctor’s long visits to a neigh¬ 
boring town had anything to do with the f;ict that 
Avis was at that institution, whether she was the pa¬ 
tient he visited or not, may be left in doubt. At all 
events, he had always driven off in the direction which 
would carry him to the jdace where she was at school. 

I have attended a large number of celebrations, 
commencements, banquets, soirdes, and so forth, and 
done my best to help on a good many of tliem. In 
fact, I have become rather too well known in connec¬ 
tion with “ occasions,” and it has cost me no little 
trouble. I believe there is no kind of occurrence for 
which I have not been requested to contributo some¬ 
thing in prose or verse. It is sometimes very hard to 
say no to the requests. If one is in the right mood 
when he or she writes an occasional poem, it seems as 
if nothing could liavo been easier. “ Why, that piece 
run off jest like ile. I don’t bullieve,” the unlettered 
apiilicant says to himself, — “ I don’t bullieve it took 
him ten miuutos to write them verses.” The good 
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people have uo suspicion of how much a single lino, a 
single expression, may cost its author. Tlie wits used 
to say that Kogers, — the poet once before referred to, 
old ^Samuel liogers, author of tlic Pleasures of !Mein- 
ory and giver of famous breakfasts, — was accustomed 
to have straw laid before the house whenever he had 
just given birth to a couplet. It is not quite so bad 
as that with most of us who are ealled upon to furnish 
a })oeui, a song, a hymn, an ode for some grand meet¬ 
ing, but it is safe to say that man}' a trilling perforni- 
am^e has liad more good honest work put into it than 
tl)e minister's sermon of that week had cost him. If 
a vessel glides off the ways smoolldy and easily at her 
lauueliing, it does not mean that no great pains have 
be cn taken to scenro the result. Pecause a poem is 
an “occasional" one, it does not follow that it has 
not taken as iiiucli time and skill as if it had been 
written williout immediate, aceiilental, temporary mo¬ 
tive. IMudar’s great odes were occasional poems, just 
as much as our Commencement and Phi Beta Kappa 
poems are, and yet they have come down among the 
most jnccious bequests of antiquity to modern times. 

The mystery of the young Doctor's long visits to 
the neighboring town was satisfactorily explained by 
what wc saw and heard of his relations with our charm¬ 
ing Delilah, " — for Delilah wc could hardly help 
calling her. Our little handmaid, the Cinderella of 
the teacups, now the princess, or, what was better, the 
pride of the school to which she had belonged, fit for 
any position to which she might be called, w'as to bo 
the wife of our young Doctor. It would not have been 
the right thing to proclaim the fact while she w’as a 
pupil, but now that she had finished her course of in¬ 
struction there was no need of making a secret of the 
engagement. 
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So we have got our romance, our love-story out of 
our Teacups, as I liopo<l and expected that we should, 
hut not exactly in the quarter where it might have 
been looked for. 

What did our two Annexes say to this unexijected 
turn of events? They were good-hearted girls as ever 
lived, but they were human, like the rest of us, and 
women, like some of the rest of us. They bohavetl 
perfectly. They congratulated the Doctor, and hoped 
he would bring the j'oung lady to the tea-table where 
she had played her part so becomingly. It is safe to 
say that each of the Annexes would have liked to bo 
asked the lover's last qiicstion by the very nice young 
man who had been a pleasant com])anion at the table 
and elsewhere to each of t>'em. That same question is 
the highest compliment a man can pay a woman, and 
a woman does not mind having a dozen or more such 
compliments to string on the rosary of her remeni- 
hraiices. Whether either of them was glad, on the 
whole, that he had not offered himself to the other in 
preference to herself would be a mean, sliabby ques¬ 
tion, and I think altogether too well of j’on who are 

reading this paper to suppose that you would entertain 
the idea of asking it. 

It was a very pleasant occasion wlien the Doctor 

brought Avis over to sit with ns at the table where she 

used to stand and wait upon us. We wondered how 

wo could for a moment have questioned that she was 

one to bo waited uiion, and not made for the humble 

omce which nevertheless she performed so cheerfully 
and so well. ^ 
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Ooyyimcnccmcnts and other Oclchrations^ A.mcrican 

and lLnfjIii<h. 

The social habits o£ our people have undergone an 
immense change within the past half century, largely 
in consccpieiice of the vast development of the means 
of intercourse between different neighborhoods. 

Commencements, college gatherings of all kinds, 
church assemblages, school anniversaries, town centen¬ 
nials, — all possible occasions for getting crowds to¬ 
gether arc made the most of. “ 'T is sixty years 
since,’* — and a good many years over,—the time to 
which my memory extends. The great days of the 
j’oar were, IClcction, — General Election on Wednes¬ 
day, and Artillery Election on the Monday following, 
at whioli time lilacs were in bloom and lection buns 
were in order; Fourth of July, when strawberries 
were just going out; and Coiumencemcut, a grand 
time of feasting, liddllug, dancing, jollity, not to men¬ 
tion drunkenness and fighting, on the classic green 
of Cambridge. This was the season of melons and 
peaclics. That is the way our boyhood chronicles 
events. It was odd that the literary festival should 
bo turned into a Donnybrook fair, but so it was when 
I was a boy, and the tents and the shows and the 
crowds on the Common wore to the promiscuous many 
the essential parts of the great occasion. They had 
been so for generations, and it was only gradually that 
the Cambridge Saturnalia were replaced by the decen¬ 
cies and solemnities of the present sober aiiniversaiy. 
^ Nowadays our celebrations smack of the Sundaj’^- 
school more than of the dancing-hall. The aroma of 
the punch-bowl has given way to the milder flavor of 
lemonade and the cooling virtues of ice-cream, A 



Over the teacitps. 


273 


strawberry festival is about as far as the <lissipatlon of 

our social gatherings ventures. There was much that 

was objectionable in those swearing, drinking, lighting 

times, but they had a certain excitement for us boys 

of the years when the century was in its teens, which 

comes back to us not without its fascinations. The 

days of total abstinence are a great improvement ovL*r 

those of unlicensed license, but there was a picturesque 

clement about the rowdyism of o\ir old Coiumence- 

incnt days, which had a charm for the eye of boyhood. 

My dear old friend,—book-friend, I mean, — whom i 

always called Daddy Gilpin (as 1 find Fitzgerald called 

"Wordsworth, Daddy "Wordsworth), — my old friend 

Gilpin, I say, considered the donkey more pict\iresq\io 

in a landscape than the horse. So a village fUc as 

depicted by Teniers is more picturesque tlian a teetotal 

picnic or a Sabbath-school strawberry festival. Let 

us be thankful that the vicious picturesque is only a 

remembrance, and the virtuous coinmonpluce a I'cality 
of to-<lay. 

"What put all this into my head is something which 
the English Annex has been showing me. Most of 
my readers are somewhat acquainted with our own 
church and viUage celebrations. They know how they 
are organized ; the women always being the chief 
motors, and the machinery very much the same in one 
case as in another. Perhaps they would like to hear 
how such things arc managed in England ; and that 
js just what they may learn from the pamphlet which 
was shown mo by the English Annex, and of which I 
will give them a brief account. 

Some of U3 remember the Rev. Mr. Ilaweis, his 
lectures and Us violin, wUch interested and amused 

6 
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us hero in T^ostou a fow ycavs ago. Now NIv. llawcis, 
assisted by his intelligent and spirited wife, has charge 
of the parish of St. James, ■\Vostmoreland Street, 
Marylebone, Ivondon. On entering upon the twenty- 
lifth year of his incuinbenoy in Alarylebone, and the 
twenty-eighth of his ministry in the diocese of London, 
it was thought a good idea to have an " Evening Con¬ 
versazione and FC te.’* We can imagine just how sueh 
a mooting would be organized in one of our towns. 
Ministers, deaeons, perhaps a member of Congress, 
jiossiblv a Senator, and even, conceivably, bis Exeid- 
lonoy die (lovornor, and a long list i>f ladies lend their 
names to give lu'>tre to the oeoasion. It is all very 
pleasant, unpretending, unceremonious, cheerful, well 
ordered, eojumcndable, but not imposing. 

Now look at our Marylcbonc parish celebration, and 
bold your breath while the procession of great names 
passes heforc von. \ on learn at the outset that it is 
hehl Cndi-.u IvOYAi. V.VTUONAC.K, and road the names 
of two royal highnesses, one highness, a prince, and a 
piinoess. Thou comes a list befv^re which if you do 
not turn pale, you must certainly be in the liabit of 
rouging: three earls, seven lords, three bishops, two 
generals (one of them Lord M olseley). one admiral, 
four baronets, i^ino knights, a crowd of right lionoi- 
ablc and honorable ladies (many of them peeresses), 
and a mob of other j^ersonages, among whom I find 


Mr. Howells, Bret Ilarte, and mj'self. 

Perhaps wc arc disposed to smile at seeing so much 
made of titles ; but after what we have learned of Lord 
Timothy Dexter and the high-sounding names appro¬ 
priated by many of our own comiiatriots, who have 
no mox'e claim to thorn than wo plain Misters and 
Misscscs, wc may feel to them something as our late 
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friend Mr. Appleton felt to tUc real green turtle soup 
set before him, when be said that it was almost as 
good as mock. 

The entertaiument on this occasion was of the most 
varied character. The programme makes the follow¬ 
ing announcement: — 

Friday, 4 July, 18—. 

At 8 P. M. the Doors ^vill Open. 

Mr. IlawcU will receive liis Friends. 

The Royal llandhcll Ringers will Ring. 

The Fish-pond will be FLshed. 

The Stalls will Iks Visited. 

The Phonograph will Utter. 

Refreshmouts will be called for, and they will come, — Tea, 

CofTeo, and Cooling Drinks. Spirits will not bo called for,_ 

from the Vasty Deep or anywhere else, — nor would they como 
if they were. 

At 9.30 Mrs, Ilawcis will join the assembly. 

I am particularly delighted with this last feature in 
the preliminary announcement. It is a proof of tho 
high regard in which the estimable and gifted lady 
who shares her husband’s labors is held by the people 
of their congregation, and tho friends who share in 
their feelings. It is such a master stroke of policy, 
too, to keep back the principal attraction until tho 
guests must have grown eager for Iier appearance. I 
can well imagine how great a saving it must have 
been to the good lady’s nerves, which were probably 
pretty well tried already by the fatigues and respon¬ 
sibilities of the busy evening. I have a right to say 
this, for I myself had the honor of attending a meet¬ 
ing at Mr. Haweis’s house, where I was a principal 
guest, as I suppoeo, from tho fact of the great number 
of persons who were presented to me. Tlie minister 

8 2 
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must be very popular, for the meeting was a regular 
jam, — not quite so tremendous as that greater one, 
where but for the aid of ^Ir. Smalley, who kept open 
a, breathing-space round i»s, iny companion and myself 
thought we should have been asphj’xiated. 

The company was interested, as some of my readers 
may be, to know what were the attractions offered to 
the visitors besides that of meeting the courteous en¬ 
tertainers and their distinguished guests. I cannot 
give these at length, for each part of the show is in¬ 
troduced in the programme with apt quotations and 
pleasantries, which enlivened the catalogue. Xhero 
w’ero eleven stalls, “ conducted on the cooperative 
principle of division of profits and interest; they re¬ 
tain the profits, and you take a good deal of interest, 
we hope, in their success.” 

Stall No. 1. Edisouiann, or tlic Phonograph. Alluded to by 

the Homan Poet as Vox, et pralerea nihil. 

Stall No. 2. Money-changing. 

Stall No. 3. Programmes and General Enquiries. 

Stall No. 4. Hoses. 

A rose by any other name, etc. Get ouo. lou 
can’t expect to smell one without buying it, but 
you may buy ouo without smelling it. 

Stall No. 5. Lasenby Liberty Stall. 

(I cannot explain this. Probably articles from 
Liberty’s famous establishment.) 

Stall No. G. Historical Costumes and 0011101109. 

Stall No. 7. The Fish-pond. 

Stoll No. 8. Varieties. 

Stoll No. 9. Bookstall. 

(Books) ** highly rceoramended for iusotouia ; 
friends we never speak to, and olways cut if 
want to know them well.** 
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Stall No. 10. Icelandic. 

“ Mrs. Magnnsson, who is devoted to the North 
Pole and all its works, will tlxaw your synipa- 
thies, enlighten yovir minds,” etc., etc. 

Stall No. 11. Call Office. 

All you buy ni.ay ho left at the stalls, ticketed. 
A duplicate ticket will be handed to you on 
leaving. Present your duplicate at tlie Call 
Office. 

At 9.45, First Concert. 

At 10.45, An Address of Welcome by Rov. IT. R. Ilawcis. 

At Up. m.. Bird-warbling Interlude by Miss Mabel Stephon- 
SOD, U. S. A. 

At 11.20, Second Concert. 

Notice I 

Three Great Pictures. 

Lokd Texn^'son G . P . Watts , 7?. A . 

John Stuart Mill G . F . irui/s, li . A . 

Joseph Garidaldi Sig . Rondi . 

Notice I 
A Famous Violin. 

A world-famed Stradivarius Violin, for which Mr. Hill, of 
Bond Street, gave £1000, etc., etc. 

Refreshments. 

Tickets for Tea, Coffee, Sandwiches, Iced Drinks, or Ices, 
Sixpence each, etc., etc. 

I hope my American reader is pleased and inter¬ 
ested by this glimpse o£ the way in wliicU they do 
these things in London. 

There is something very pleasant abont all this, but 
what specially strikes me is a curious flavor of city 
provincialism. There are little centres in the heart 
of great cities, just as there are small fresh-water 
ponds in great islands with the salt sea roaring all 
round them, and bays and crcclcs penetrating tl>om 
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as briny as tlio ocean itself. Irving has given a charm¬ 
ing j>ioture of such a /yf/r/.s/-provincial centre in one of 
his papers in the Skoteh-I?ooU,—the one with the 
title “ Little Britain.” London is a nation of itself, 
and contains provinces, districts, foreign communities, 
villages, parishes, — innumerable lesser centres, with 
their own distinguishing characteristics, habits, ]>ur- 
suits, languages, social laws, as much isolated from 
each other as if “mountains interposed” made the 
separation between them. One of these lesser centres 
i.s that over which my friend Mr. llaweis presides as 
sj)iritual director. Chelsea has been made famous as 
the ho!uc of many authors and artists, — above all, 
as the residence of Carlyle during the greater part of 
Ills life. Its population, like that of most rcspectablo 
suburbs, must belong mainly to the kind of citizens 
which resembles in many ways the better class, — as 
we sometimes dare to call it, — of one of our thriving 
New England towns. How many John Gilpins there 
must be in this i)opulation, — citizens of “famous 
Ivondon town,” but living with the simplicity of the 
inhabitants of our inland villages! In the mighty 
metropolis where the wealth of the world displays it¬ 
self they practise their snug economies, enjoy their 
simple pleasures, and look upon ice-ci'eam as a luxury, 
just as if they wei’C living on the banks of the Con¬ 
necticut or the Ilousatonic, in regions where the sum¬ 
mer locusts of the great cities have not yet settled on 
the verdure of the native inhabitants. It is delight¬ 
ful to realize the fact that while the M^cst End of 
London is flaunting its splendors and the East End 
in struggling with its miseries, these great middle- 
class communities arc living as comfortable, unpre¬ 
tending lives as if they were in one of our thriving 
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towusLips in the huckleberry districts. Ilumnu beings 
arc wonderfully alike when they are placed in similar 
conditions. 

We were sitting together in a very quiet way over 
our teacups. The young Doctor, who was in the best 
of spirits, had been laughing and chatting with the 
two Annexes. The Tutor, who always sits next to 
Kumber Five of late, had been conversing with her in 
rather low tones. The rest of us had been soberly 
sipping our tea, and w’hen the Doctor and the An¬ 
nexes stopped talking there was one of those dead 
silences which are Bometimes so hard to break in 
upon, and so awkwai’d while they last. All at once 
Number Seven exploded in a loud laugh, which star¬ 
tled everybody at the table. 

What is it that sets you laughing so? said I. 

“I was thinking,’’ Number Seven rcplic<l, “of what 
j’ou said the other da}’ of poetry being only the ashes 
of emotion. I believe that some people are disposed 
to dispute the proposition. I have been putting your 
doctrine to the test. In doing it I made some rhymes, 
— the first and only ones I ever made. I will sup¬ 
pose a case of very exciting emotion, and sec whether 
it would probably take the form of poetry or prose. 
You are suddenly informed that your liousc is on fire, 
and liave to scramble out of it, without 8toi)ping to tie 
your neckcloth neatly or to put a flower in your but¬ 
tonhole. Do you think a poet turning out in his 
night-dress, and looking on while the flames were 
swallowing his homo and all its contents, would 
express himself in this style ? 

My Louso is od flro I 
Briii^ mo my lyro 1 

T^ikc tbo flames timt rise heavenward my son^ ^hall aspire I 
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lie woukl 11 t do any suoli thing, and j’ou know he 
would n’t. He would yell Fire! Fire! with all his 
might. Not much rhyming for him just yeti AVait 
until the fire is put out, and he has had time to look 
at the charred timbers and the ashes of his home, and 
in the course of a week he may possibly spin a few 
rhymes about it. Or suppose he was making an offer 
of his hand and heart, do you think he would declaim 
a versified proposal to his Amanda, or perhaps write 
an imiiroinptii on the back of his hat while he knelt 
before her ? 

My beloved, to you 

I will always be true. 

Oh, pray make me happy, my love, do I do ! do I 

AVhat would Amanda think of a suitor who courted 
her with a rh 3 'ming dictionary in liis ijocket to help 
him make love ? 

^ ou are right, said I, — there *s nothing in the 
world like ili 5 ’mcs to cool off a man’s passion. You 
look at a blacksmith working on a bit of iron or steel. 
Ih'ight enough it looked while it was on the hearth, 
in the midst of the sea-coal, the great bellows blowing 
away, and the rod or the horsc-sboe as red or as wliite 
as the burning coals. How it fizzes as it goes into 
the trough of water, and how suddenly all the glow 
is gone ! It looks black and cold enough now. Just 
so with j'^our passionate incandescence. It is all well 
while it burns and scintillates in 3 'our emotional cen¬ 
tres, without articulate and connected expression ; but 
the minute you plunge it into the rlij'ine-trough it 
cools down, and becomes as dead and dull as the cold 
horse-shoe. It is true that if you lay it cold on the 
anvil and hammer away on it for a while it warms up 
somewhat. Just so with the rhyming fellow,—’ho 
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pounds away on his verses and they warm up a little. 
But don’t let him think that this afterglow of compo¬ 
sition is the same thing as the original passion. IVuit 
found expression in a few o/<t, o4*s, dt dt’s, ch cu^ 
ehcus^ helas^ helaiC&, and when the passion had burned 
‘itself out you got the rh^'iued verses, which, as I have 
said, arc its assies. 

1 thanked Number Seven for his poetical illustra¬ 
tion of luy thesis. There is great good to be got out 
of a seplinting brain, if one only knows how to ])rofit 
by it. We see only one side of the moon, you know, 
but a fellow with a squinting brain seems now and 
then to get a peep at the other side. I speak ineta- 
phoricallj'. He takes new and startling views of 
things we have always looked at in one particular 
aspect. There is a rule invariably to be observed 
with one of this class of intelligences : Wcfcr contra- 
(lift a vian with a sqiiintinf/ brain, I say a inauy 
because 1 do not think that squinting brains are 
nearly so common in women as they arc in men. The 
“ eccentrics ” are, I think, for the most part of the 
male sex. 

That leads me to say that persons with a strong 
instinctive tendency to contradiction are apt to be¬ 
come un]>rofitabIo companions. Our thoughts are 
plants that never flourish in inhospiUible soils or chill¬ 
ing atmospheres. They are all started under glass, 
80 to speak; that is, sheltered and fostered in our 
own wai’ui and sunny consciousness. They must 
expect some rough treatment when we lift the sash 
from the frame and let the outside elements in upon 
them. They can bear the rain and the breezes, and 
be all the better for them ; but perpetual contradiction 
is a pelting hailstorm, which spoils their growth ami 
tends to kill them out altogether. 
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Now sto]) and considei* a moment. Arc not almost 
all brains a little wantin" in bilateral symmetry ? Do 
yoTi not find in ju-rsons wliom you love, wliom you 
esteem, and oven adjuire, some marks of oblitjuity in 
mental vision? Arc tlicrc not some subjects in look¬ 
ing* at wbich it seems to you imjjossible that they 
should ever sec straiglit? Are there not inootls iji 
wliieh it seems to you that they arc disposed to see all 
things out of plumb and in false relations witli eaeli 
other? If you answer these questions in the affirma¬ 
tive, then yon will be glad of a hint as to the method 
of dealing with your friends who haye a toueh of cere¬ 
bral strabismus, or are liable to occasional paroxysms 
of ])crversity. Let them haye their head. Get them 
talking on subjects that interest them. As a ride, 
nothing is more likely to serve this purpose than let¬ 
ting them talk about themselves; if authors, about 
their writings ; if artists, about their pictures or stat¬ 
ues ; and generally on whatever they have most pride 
in and think most of their own delations with. 

Perhaps you will not at first sight agree with mo in 
thinking that slight mental obliquity is as common as 
I supj)ose. An analogy may have some influence on 
your belief in this matter. AVill yoi\ take the trouble 
to ask 3 'our tailor how many persons have their two 
shoulders of the same height? I think he will tell 
you that the majority of his eu.stoiners show a distinct 
tlilVerence of heiglit on the two sides. Will you ask 
a j)ortrait-painter how many of those who sit to him 
liave both sides of their faces exactly alike ? I be¬ 
lieve he will tell you that one side is always a little 
bettor than the other. What will your hatter say 
about the tw’o sides of the head ? Do you see equally 
well with both eyes, and hear equally well with both 
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ears? Few persons past luicUlle age will pretend that 
they do. Why should the two halves of a brain not 
show a natural difference, leading to confusion of 
thought, and very possibly to that instinct of contra¬ 
diction of which I was speaking? A great deal of 
time is lost in profitless conversation, and a good 
deal of ill temper frequently caused, by not consiiler- 
ing these organic and practically insuperable condi¬ 
tions. In dealing with them, acquiescence is the best 
of palliations and silence the sovereign specific. 

I have been the reporter, as you have seen, of my 
own conversation and that of the other Teacups. I 
Ijavc told some of the circumstances of their j)ersonal 
Idstory, and interested, as I hope, here and tliere a 
reader in the fate of different members of our com¬ 
pany. Here are our j>retty Delilah and our Doctor 
provide<l for. We may take it for granted that it will 
not be very long that the young couple will have to 
wait; for, as I have told you all, the Doctor is cer¬ 
tainly getting into business, and bi<ls fair to have a 
thriving practice before ho saddles his nose with au 
©yegbiss and begins to think of a pair of spectacles. 
So that part of our little domestic drama is over, and 
wc can only wLsli the pair* that is to be all manner 
of blessings consistent with a reasonable amount of 
health in the coinmunity on whoso ailiugs must 
depend their prosperity. 

All oiu* thoughts are now concentrated on the rela¬ 
tion existing betweu Number Five and tho Tutor. 
That there is some profound instinctive impulse which 
is drawing them closer together no ono who watches 
them can for a moment doubt. There arc two prin- 
cix>lcs of attraction which bring different natures to- 
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gether : that in which the two natures closely resem¬ 
ble each other, and that in which one is coniplenien- 
tary of the other. In the first case, they coalesce, as 
do two drops of water or of mercury, and become in¬ 
timately blended as soon as they touch; in the other, 
they rush together as an acid and an alkali unite, — 
predestined from eternity to find all they most needed 
in each other. AVhat is the condition of things in the 
growing intimacy of Number Five and the Tutor? 
I le is many years her junior, as we know. Both of 
them look that fact squarely in the face. The pre¬ 
sumption is against the union of two persons unde» 
tlicse circumstances. Presumptions are strong obsta¬ 
cles agjiinst any result we wish to attain, but half our 
work in life is to overcome them. A great many re¬ 
sults look in the distance like six-foot walls, and when 
wo get nearer prove to bo only fivo-foot hurdles, to bo 
leaped over or knocked down. Twenty years from 
now she may be a vigorous and active old woman, and 
he a middle-aged, half-worn-out invalid, like so many 
overworked scholars. Evcrjthing depends on tho 
number of drops of tho elixir vita) which Nature min¬ 
gled in the noiirislunent she administered to tlxo em¬ 
bryo before it tasted its mother’s milk. Think of 
Cleopatra, tho bewitching old mischief-maker ; think 
of Ninon do L'Enclos, whoso own son fell desperately 
in love with her, not knowing the relation in which 
she stood to him ; think of Dr. Johnson’s friend, 
IVIrs. Tlirale, afterward ^Irs. Piozzi, who at tho age 
of eighty was full enough of life to be making love 
ardently and persistently to Conway, the handsome 
young actor. I can readily believe that Number Five 
will outlive the Tutor, even if he is fortunate enough 
to succeed in storming that Fhi-enbreitstein, — say 
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rather in winning his way into the fortress through 
gates that open to him of their own accord. If he 
fails in his siege, I do really believe he will die early ; 
not of a broken heart, exactly, but of a heart starved, 
with the food it was craving close to it, but unattain¬ 
able. I have, therefore, a deep interest in knowing 
how Number Five and the Tutor arc getting along to¬ 
gether. Is thei'C any danger of one or the other grow¬ 
ing tired of the intimacy, and becoming willing to get 
rid of it, like a garment which has shrunk and grown 
too tight ? Is it likely that some other attraction may 
come in to disturb the existing relation? The prob¬ 
lem is to my mind not only interesting, but exception¬ 
ally curious. You remember the story of Cyinon and 
Iphigenia as Dryden tells it. The poor youth has the 
eapacity of loving, but it lies hidden in his undevel¬ 
oped nature. All at once he conics upon the sleeping 
beauty, and is awakened bj' her charms to a hitherto 
unfclt consciousness. With the advent of the new 
passion all bis dormant faculties start into life, and 
the seeming simpleton becomes the bright and intelli¬ 
gent lover. The case of Number Five is as different 
from that of Cymon as it could well be. All her 
faculties arc wide awake, but one emotional side 
of her nature lias never been called into active cxcr- 
ciac. Why has she never been in love with any ono 
of her suitors ? Because she liked too many of them. 
Do you happen to remember a poem printed among 
theso papers, entitled “ I Like You and 1 Love You ” ? 
No ono of the poems which have been placed in the 
uiTn, — that is, in the silver sugar-bowl, —has had any 
name attached to it; but you could guess pretty nearly 
who was the author of some of them, certainly of the 
one just referred to. Number Five was attracted to 



OVEn THE TEACUPS. 


28fi 

the Tutor from the first time he spoke to her. She 
dreamed about him that night, and nothing idealizes 
and renders fascinating one in whom we have already 
an interest like dreaming of him or of her. Alany a 
calm suitor has been made passionate by a dream ; 
many a passionate lover has been made wild and half 
beside himself by a dream ; and now and then an in¬ 
fatuated but haj>less lover, waking from a dream of 
bliss to a cold reality of wretchedness, has helped him¬ 
self to eternity before he was summoned to the table. 

Since Number Five had tlreamed about the Tutor, 
he had been more in her wakinc: thoucrlits than she 
was willincr to acknowledufc. These thoujrhts were 

O O o 

vagne, it is true, — emotions, perhaps, rather than 
worded trains of ideas ; but she was conscious of a 
pleasing excitement as his name or his image floated 
across her consciousness ; she sometimes sighed as she 
looked over the last passage they had read from the 
same book, and sometimes when they were together 
they were silent too long, — too long I What were 
they tliinking of ? 

And so it was all as plain sailing for Number Five 
and the young Tutor as it had been for Delilah and 
the young Doctor, was it ? Do you think so ? Then 
yoti do not undei'stand Number Five. ]Many a woman 
has as many atmospheric rings about her as the planet 
Saturn. Xlircc are easil}'^ to be recognized. First, 
there is the wide ring of attraction which draws into 
itself all that once cross its outer border. These re¬ 
volve about her without ever coming any nearer. Next 
is the inner ring of attraction. Those who come within 
its irresistible influence are drawn so close that it 
seems as if they must become one with her sooner or 
later. But wiAiin this ring is another, — an atmos- 
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plioric one of vcptilsion, which love, no matter 

how enterprising, no matter how prevailing or liow in¬ 
sinuating, has never passed, and, if we judge of what 
is to be by what has been, never will. Perhaps Na¬ 
ture loved Number Five so well that she grudged her 
to any mortal man, and gave her this inner girdle of 
repulsion to gxiard her from all who would know her 
too nearly and love her too well. Sometimes two ves¬ 
sels at sea keep each other company for a long dis¬ 
tance, it may be during a whole voyage. Very pleas¬ 
ant it is to each to have a companion to exchango 
signals with from time to time ; to come near enough, 
when the winds are light, to hold converse in ordinary 
tones from deck to deck; to know that, in case of 
need, there is help at hand. It is good for them to be 
near each other, but not good to be too near. AVoe is 
to them if they touch I The wreck of one or both is 
likely to be the consequence. And so two well- 
equipped and heavily freighted nattircs may be the 
best of comx>anious to each other, and j’ct must never 
attempt to come into closer union. Is this the 
condition of affairs between Number Five and the 
Tutor? I hope not, for I want them to be joined to¬ 
gether in that dearest of intimacies, which, if founded 
in true affinity, is the nearest approach to happiness to 
be looked for in our mortal experience. "NVe must 
wait. The Teacups will meet once more before tlic 
circle is broken, and wc maj”, perhaps, find the solu¬ 
tion of the question wo have raised. 

In the mean time, our yo\ing Doctor is playing 
truant oftcuor than ever. Ho has brought Avis, — if 
we must call her so, and not Delilah, — several times 
t<> take tea with us. It means something, in these 
days, to graduate from one of our first-class academies 
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ov colloglato schools. I shall never forget my first 
visit to one of these institutions. How much its pupils 
know, I saiil, which I was never taught, and have never 
learned! I was fairly frightened to see what a teach¬ 
ing apparatus was proviiled for them. I should think 
the first thiim' to be done with most of the husbands 
they are likcl}' to get would be to put them through 
a coui'sc of instruction. The voung wives must find 
tlicir loi’ds Ni'ofully ignorant, in a large proportion of 
cases. When the wife has educated the Imsband to 
siu'h a ]ioint that she can invite liim to worlc out a 
problem in the higher mathematics or to perform a 
ilitlioult I'hcmical analysis with her as his collaborator, 
as less instructed dames ask their husbands to play 
a game of checkers or backgammon, they can have 
delightful and instructive evenings together. I hope 
our 3 ’^oung Doctor will take kindly to liis wife’s (that 
is to be^ teachings. 

When the following verses were taken out of the 
urn, the ^listross asked me to hand the manuscript to 
the young Doctor to read. I noticed that he ilid not 
keep his eyes very closely fixed on the paper. It 
seemed as if he could have recited the lines without 
referring to the manuscript at all. 

AT THE TURN OF THE ROAD. 

The glory hns |>as.«io(l from the goklcnrod’s plume. 

The purplo-liiicd asters still linger in bloom ; 

The bireh is bright j'ollow, the snmaebs arc red, 

The maples like torches allamc overhead. 

But what if the joy of the summer is past, 

And winter’s wild herald is blowing his blast ? 

For mo dull November is sweeter than May, 

For my love is its suuslunc» — she meets me to-duy 1 
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"Will she oome ? Will the ring-dove return to lier nest ? 
Will the needle swing back from the east or the west ? 
At the stroke of the hour she will be at her <ratc : 

A friend may prove laggard,— love never comes late. 


Do I see her afar in the distance ? Not yet. 

Too early I Too early ! She could not forget ! 

When I cross tlie old bridge where the brook overflowed, 
She will flash full in sight at the turn of the road. 

I pass the low wall where the i\'y entwines ; 

I tread the brown pathway that leads through the pines ; 

I haste by the boulder that lies in the field, 

here her promise at parting was lovingly scaled. 

Will she come by the hillside or round through the wood ? 
Will she wear her brown dross or her mantle and hood ? 
T 1)0 minute draws near, — but her watch may go wrong ; 
iMy heart tciU be asking, What keeps her so long ? 

Why doubt for a moment ? ftforo shame if I do 1 
Wliy question ? Why tremble ? Arc angels more true ? 
She would come to the lover who calls her his own 
Tliough she trod in the track of a whirling cyclone ! 


~ I cre^d the old bridge ore the minute had passed. 

1 lookcu : lo I niy Love stood before mo at Jast* 

Jlor eyes, how they sparkled, her cheeks, how they glowoci 
As wo met, face to face, at the turn of the road 


$ 


T 


xir. 


There was a great tinkling of teaspoons the other 
evenings when I took iny seat at the table, where all 
Tlie Teacups were gathered before iny entrance. The 
whole company arose, and the ^listress, speaking for 
them, ex}>re.sscd the usual sentiment apj)ropriate to 
such occasions. “ Many happy returns ” is the cus¬ 
tomary formula. No matter if the object of this kind 
wish is a centenarian, it is quite safe to assume that 
he is ready and very willing to accejjt as many more 
years as the disposing powers may see fit to allow 
liiin. 

The meaning of it all was that this was my birth¬ 
day. My friends, near and distant, had seen fit to 
remember it, and to lot me know in various pleasant 
ways that they had not forgotten it. The tables were 
adorned with flowers. Gifts of pretty and pleasing 
objects were displaj’cd on a side table, A great green 
wreath, which must have cost the parent oak a large 
fraction of its foliage, was an object of special admira¬ 
tion. Baskets of tlowers which had half unpeopled 
greenhouses, large bouquets of roses, fragrant bunches 
of pinks, and many bcautifid blossoms I am not bota¬ 
nist enough to name had been coming in upon mo all 
day long. I^Iany of these offerings were brought by 
the givers in person; many came with notes as fra¬ 
grant with good wishes as the flowers they accompa¬ 
nied with their natural perfumes. 
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How old was I, The Dictator, once known by 
another equally audacious title, — I, the recipient of 
all these favors and honors? I had cleared the cight- 
baricd gate, which few come in sight of, ami fewer, 
far fewer, go over, a year before. I was a trespasser 
oil the domain belonging to another generation. The 
children of my coevals w’ere fast getting gray and 
bald, and their children beginning to look upon the 
world as belonging to them, and not to their sires and 
gi-andsires. After that leap over the tall barrier, it 
looks like a kind of impropriety to keep on as if one 
were still of a reasonable age. Sometimes it seems to 
me almost of the nature of a misdemeanor to be wan¬ 
dering about in the preserve which the lleshless game- 
keeper guards so je.alously. But, on the other hand, 
I remember that men of science have maintained that 
the natural life of man is nearer fivescore than three¬ 
score years and ten. I always think of a familiar ex¬ 
perience which I bring from the French cafes, well 
known to mo in my early manhood. One of the illus¬ 
trated papei*3 of luy Parisian days tells it pleasantly 
enough. 

A guest of the establishment is sitting at his little 
table. He has just had Ids coffee, and the waiter is 
serving him with his itetit verre. IMost of iny readers 
know very well what a verre is, but there may 

be here and there a virtuous abstainer from alcoholic 
fluids, living among the bayberries and the sweet 
ferns, who is not aware that the words, as commonly 
used, signify a small glass — a very small glass — of 
spirit, commonly brandy, taken us a chassc-cafc, or 
coffee-chaser. [[This drinking of brandy, “ neat,’* I 
inay remark by the way, is not quite so bad as it 
luolcs. hiflkey or rum taken unmixed from a txiin- 

T 2 


292 


OVER THE TEACUTS. 


hic)' is a Icnock-ilown blow to tom|^erancc, but the little 
tliiinblefvJ of brandy, or Chartreuse, or Ivlarascbino, is 
only, as it were, tweaking the nose of tcetotalism.] 
■\Vell, — to go back behind our brackets, — the guest 
is calling to the waiter, Gar^oti .* ct Jc haifi de 
jiicds!'' AValter! and the foot-bath! —The little 
glass stands in a small tin saucer or shallow dish, and 
tlio custom is to more than fill the glass, so that some 
extra brandy runs over into this tin saucer or cup- 
plate, to the manifest gain of the consumer. 

Life is a petit vct'rc of a very peculiar kind of 
spirit. At seventy years it used to be said that the 
little glass was full. 'NVe should be more apt to put 
it at tnghty in our day, while Gladstone and Tennyson 
and our own Whittier are breathing, moving, think¬ 
ing, writing, speaking, in the green preserve belong¬ 
ing to their children and grandchildren, and Bancroft 
is keeping watch of the gamekeeper in the distance. 
But, returning resolutely to the petit verre^ I am will¬ 
ing to concede that all after fourscore is the hain de 
jiicdtty — the slopping over, so to speak, of the full 
measure of life. I remember that one who was very 
near and dear to me, and wlio lived to a groat age, so 
that the ton-barred gate of the century did not look 
very' far off, would sometimes apologize in a very 
sweet, natural way for lingering so long to bo a care 
and perhaps a burden to her children, themselves get¬ 
ting well into years. It is not hard to understand the 
feeling, never less called for than it was in the case of 
that beloved nonagenarian. I have known few per¬ 
sons, young or* old, more sincerely and justly regretted 
than the gentle lady whose memory comes np before 
mo as I write. 

Oh, if we could all go out of flower as gi’accfuUy, 
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ns pleasingly, as we come into blossom ! I always 
think of the morning-glory as the loveliest examj)le of 
a graceful yielding to the ineWtable. It is beautiful 
before its twisted corolla opens ; it is comely as it 
folds its petals inward, when its brief hours of perfec¬ 
tion are over. AVomeii find it easier than men to 
grow old in a becoming waj'. A very old lady who 
has kept something, it may be a great deal, of her 
youthful feelings, who is daintily cared for, who is 
grateful for the attentions bestowed upon her, and 
enters into the spirit of the young lives that surround 
her, is as precious to those who love her as a gem in 
an antique setting, the fashion of which has long gone 
by, but which leaves the jewel the color and bright¬ 
ness which are its inalienable cjualities. With old 
men it is too often different. They do not belong so 
much indoors as women do. They have no pretty 
little manual occupations. The old lady knits or 
stitches so long as her eyes and fingers will let her. 
The old man smokes his pipe, but docs not know what 
to do with his fingers, unless he jdays \ipon some 
instrument, or has a mechanical turn which finds busi¬ 
ness for them. 

Hut the old w’riter, I said to The Tcacuj)s, as 1 say 
to 3 'ou, my readers, labors under one special difficulty, 
wliieli I am thinking of and exemplifying at this mo¬ 
ment. lie is constantly tending to reflect upon and 
discourse about his own particular stage of life. IIo 
feels that he must apologize for his intrusion upon tho 
time and thoughts of a generation which he naturally 
supposes must be tired of him, if they ever had any 
considerable regard for him. Now, if the world of 
readers hates anything it sees iu print, it is apology. 
If what one has to say is worth saying, ho need not 
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beg parJoii for saying it. If it is not worth saying — 
I will not finish the sentence. lint it is so hard to 
resist the temptation, notwithstanding that the ter¬ 
rible line beginning “ Superfluous lags the veteran ” 
is always repeating itself in liis dull ear ! 

^^’hat kind of aiulience or reading parish is a man 
who secured his constituency in middle life, or before 
that period, to expect when he has reached the age of 
threescore and twenty? llis ctjcvals have dropj>eil 
.awav by scores and tens, and be secs only a few units 
s(‘atlei'cd about hei*e and tluno, like the few heads 
above the watiu- after a ship has gone to })icces. 
Dot'S he wnle and publish for thosi' of his own time 
of life? He neotl not print a largo edition. Does ho 
lioj^c to soeuvo a hearing frt>m those n ho haye eomo 
into the reading worhl sinee his eoeyals ? They have 
found fresher fiehl.s and greener pastures. Their 
interests are in the out-tloor, actiye world. Some of 
them arc circumnavigating the planet while ho is 
hitching his rocking-chaiv ahont his heai th-rug. Some 
arc ga/.ing upon the pyramiils while ho is staring at 
his andirons. Some are settling the tariff and fixing 
the laws of suffrage ami taxation wliile he is dozing 
oyer the weather bulletin, and going to sleep over the 
obituaries in Ids morning or eyening paper. 

Nature is wiser than wo give her credit for being; 
ncycr wiser than in her dealings with the old. She 
has no iiloa of mortifying them by sudden and wholly 
iinexpeeted failure of the chief servants of conscious¬ 
ness. Tlie sight, for instance, begins to lose soine- 
tldng of its perfection long before its deficiency calls 
the onmer's special attention to it. Very probably’, 
the flr,st hint wo have of the change is that a friend 
makes the pleasing remark that we are playing the 
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trombone,” as ho calls it; that is, moving a book wo 
are holding backward and forward, to get the right 
focal distance. Or it may be we find fault with the 
lamp or the gas-biu*uev for not giving so much light 
as it used to. At last, somewhere between forty and 
fifty, we begin to dangle a jaunty jiair of eye-glasses, 
half plaything and h;df necessity. In due time a pair 
of sober, business-like spectacles bestrides the nose. 
Old age leaps upon it as his saddle, and rides triumph¬ 
ant, unchallenged, until the darkness comes which no 
glasses can penetrate. Nature is pitiless in cariyiiig 
out the luiivci'sal sentence, but very pitiful in her 
mode of dealing with the condemned on his w.ay to 
the final scene. The man who is to be hanged always 
has a good breakfast provided for him. 

Do not think that the old look upon themselves as 
the lieli>lcss, hopeless, forlorn creatures which tlicy 
seem to young people. Do these 3'oung folks supi)o.so 
that all vanity’ dies out of the natures of old men ami 
old women ? A dentist of olden time told me that a 
good-looking j'oung man once said to him, “ Ivecp that 
incisor prescntiible, if j’ou can, till I am fifty*, and then 
I sha'n't cai'c how 1 look.” I venture to saj’ that that 
gentleman was as pavticul.ar about Ins personal ap¬ 
pearance and as proud of liis good looks at fift^’, and 
uian^’ years after fifty, as he was in the twenties, when 
ho made that 8)>ecch to the dentist. 

i^Iy dear friends around the teacups, and at that 
wider board where I am now entertaining, or tr^'ing 
to entertain, my company, is it not as plain to 3 011 as 
it is to me that I had better leave such tasks as that 
which I am just finishing to those who live in a more 
interesting period of life than one which, in the order 
of nature, is next door to decrepitude? Ought I not 
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to rogi’ct having uinleitakon to report the doings and 
sa3’ings of the iiicnihcrs of the circle ^vhieh 3 01; have 
known as The Teacups ? 

Dear, faitlifnl reader, whose patient C3’es have fol¬ 
lowed 1113' rejiorts through these long months, 3’ou and 
I are about parting coinpanv. l\>rhaps 3-^011 arc one 
of those who have known me under another name, in 
those fai-off da3's sepaiated from these b3’ the red sea 
of the great national oonfliet. AVheu 3'ou first heard 
the tinkle of the teaspoons, as the table was being 
made read3' for its guests, 3011 trembled for me, in the 
kindness of 3'our hearts. I do not wonder that 3011 
did, — I trembled for m3'solf. Hut I remembered the 
story of Sir Cloudcslc3' Shovel, who was seen all of a 
tremor just as he was going into action. “ How is 
this?” said a brother officer to him. “ Surel3'^ 3’ou 
are not afraid?” “No,” he answered, “but my 
flesh trembles at the thought of the dangers .into 
which my intrepid spirit will cany me.” 

I knew the risk of undertaking to cany through a 
scries of connected papers. And 3'et 1 thought it was 
better to run that risk, more manl3', more sensible, 
than to give wa3' to the fears which made my flesh 
tremble as did Sir Cloudesley Shovel's. Tor myself 
the labor has been a distraction, and one which came 
at a tiinc when it was needed. Sometimes, as in one 
of those poems recently published, — the reader will 
easily guess which, — the youthful spirit has come 
over me with such a rush that it made me feel just as 
I did when I wrote the history of the“One-hoss Shay” 
thirty years ago. To repeat one of my comparisons, 
it was as if an early fruit had ripened on a gnift upon 
an old, steady-going tree, to the astonishment of all 
its later-maturing products. I should hardly dare to 
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say so much as this if I bad not heard a similar oi>ln- 
ion expressed by others. 

Once committed to my undertaking, there was no 
turning back. It is true that I had said I might stop 
at any moment, but after one or two numbers it 
seemed as if there were an informal pledge to carry 
the series on, as in former cases, until 1 had completed 
iny dozen instalments. 

"Writers and speakers have their idiosyncrasies, 
their habits, their tricks, if you had rather call them 
80, as to their ways of writing and speaking. There 
is a very old and familiar story, accompanied by a 
feeble jest, which most of my readers may probably 
enough liavc met with in Joe ^liller or elsewliere. It 
is that of a lawyer who could never make an argu¬ 
ment without liaving a piece of thread to work uiion 
with his fingers while he was pleading. Some one 
stole it from him one day, and he couhl not get on at 
all with his speech, — he had lost the thread of his 
discourse, as the story had it. Now this is what I 
myself once saw. It w*as at a meeting where certain 
grave matters were debated in an assembly of profes¬ 
sional men. A speakcx*, whom I never liearil before 
or since, got up and made a long and forcible argu¬ 
ment. I do not think he was a lawyer, but he spoke 
as if he had been trained to talk to juries. lie held 
a long string in one hand, which he dre>v through the 
other hand incessantly, as he spoke, just as a slioe- 
maker performs the motion of waxing his thread. Ho 
appeared to be dependent on this motion. The physri- 
ological significance of the fact I suppose to be that 
the flow of what we call the nervous current from the 
thinking centre to the organs of spcpch was rendered 
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our lioails and taken possession of its empty cliainkers, 

— or, in the language of science, seized on the groups 

of nerve-cells in some of the idle cerebral convolu¬ 
tions I 

1 he writei-, I saj^ becomes acquainted with his 
characters as he goes on. Tliey are at first mere em¬ 
bryos, outlines of distinct jjersonalities. 13y and by, 
if they have any organic cohesion, they begin to assert 
tlieinsflves. They can say and do‘such and such 
things; such and sucli other things they cannot and 
must not say or do. Tlie story-writer's and pla}- 
wi iter's danger is that they win'got their charaeteiH 
mixed, and make A say what B ought to have said. 
Tlio stronger his imaginative faculty, the less liable 
will the writer be to this fault; but not even Shakes¬ 
peare's power of tin-owing himself into his characters 
prevents many of his different jicrsonages from talk¬ 
ing philosoi)hy in the same strain and in a style com¬ 
mon to them all. 


You will often observe that authors fall in love with 
the imaginary persons they describe, and that they 
bestow affectionate eiiitliets upon thorn which it may 
happen the reader docs not consider in any way called 
for. This is a ideasurc to which they have a right. 
Kvery author of a story is surrounded by a ifttle 
family of ideal children, as dear to him, it may be, as 
arc flcsb-and-blood cbildrcn to their parents. You 
may forget all about the circle of Teacujis to which I 
have introduced yon, — on the suppo.sition that you 
have followed me with some degree of interest; but 
do you suppose that Number Five does not continue 
as a presence with me, and that my pretty Delilah has 
left me forever because she is going to be married ? 
No, my dear friend, our circle Mill break ai>art, and 
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its iliffcrcnt memboi's will soon be to you ns if they 
had never been, liut do you thiiih. that I can fov^et 
them ? Do you suppose that I shall cease to follow 
the love (or the loves; which do you think is the true 
word, the singular or the plural?) of Number Tive 
and the young Tutor who is so constantly found in her 
company? Do you suppose that I do not continue my 
relations wnth the ‘‘cracked Teacup, ” — the poor ohl 
fellow with whom I have so much in common, whoso 
counterpai"t, perhaps, you may find in your own com¬ 
plex personality ? 

I bike from the top shelf of the hospital department 
of my library — the section devoted to literaiy cripples, 
imbeciles, failures, foolish rhymesters, and silly eccen¬ 
trics— one of the least conspicuous and most hope¬ 
lessly feeble of the weak-minded poj)ulation of that 
intellectual ahnshouse. I open it ami look through its 
pages. It is a story. I have looked into it once be¬ 
fore,— on its first reception as a gift from the author. 
I try to recall some of the names I see there : they 
mean nothing to me, but I venture to say the author 
cherishes them all, and cries over them as he did when 
he was writing their history. I pub the book back 
among its dusty coinpanious, and, sitting down in my 
reflective rocking-chair, think how others must forget, 
and how I shall remeiitber, the company that gathered 
about this table. 

Shall I ever meet any one of them again, in these 
pages or in any other? AViU the cracked Teacup hold 
together, or will he go to pieces, and find himself in 
that retreat where the owner of the terrible clock 
which drove him crazy is walking under the shelter of 
the high walls? Has the young Doctor's crown yet 
received the seal which is Nature's warrant of wisdom 
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and proof of professional competency ? And Number 
Five and her young friend tlie Tutor, — have they 
kept on in their dangerous intimacy ? Did they get 
through the frcmanfc passage, reading from the 

same old large edition of Dante which the Tutor 
recommended as the best, and in reading from wliieh 
their heads were necessarily brought perilously near 
to each other ? 

It would be very pleasant if I could, consistently 
with the present state of affairs, bring these two young 
pcoi)le together. I say tiro young ])co]>lo, for the one 
who counts most years seems to me to be really the 
younger of the pair. That Number Five foresaw from 
the fust that any tcmloror feeling than that of friend¬ 
ship would intrude itself between them I do not be¬ 
lieve. As lor the Tutor, he soon found whore he was 
drifting. It was his first experience in matters con¬ 
cerning the heart, and absorbed bis whole nature as 
a thing of course. Did ho tell her he loved her? 
Perhaps be did, fifty times; perhaps he never liad the 
courage to say so outright. But sometimes tliey looked 
each other straight in the 03 'cs, and strange messages 
seemed to pass from one consciousness to the other. 
Will the Tutor ask Nninber Five to be his wife ; and 
if lie does, will she j-iedd to the dictates of nature, and 
lower the flag of that fortress so long thought imjjrcg- 
nable? Will he go on writing sucli poems to lier as 
d'he Kosc and the Fern’* or “I Like You and I 
Love You, ” and be content with the pursuit of that 
which he never can attain ? That is all very well on 
the '‘Grecian Urn” of Keats, — beautiful, but not 
love such as mortals demand. Still, that may be all, 
for aught that we have j-et seen. 
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“ Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare ; 

Bold lover, never, never, canst thou kiss. 

Though winning near the goal, —yet do not grieve ; 

She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, 

• Forever wilt thou love, and she be fair ! 

“ More happy love I more happy, happy love ! 

Forever warm, and still to be enjoyed. 

Forever panting and forever young ! ’* 

Aud 80, good-bye, young people, whom we part with 
here. Shadows you have been and are to iny readers ; 
very real you have been and arc to mo, as real as 
the uicmoi'ics of many friends whom I shall see no 
more. 

As I am not in the habit of indulging in late sni>- 
pers, the reader need not thiuk that I shall spread 
another board and invite him to listen to the conver¬ 
sations which take place around it. If, from time to 
time, he finds a slight refection awaiting him on the 
sideboard, I hope he may welcome it as pleasantly as 
he has accepted what X have offered him from the 
board now just being clcai*cd. 


It is a good rule for the actor who manages the 
po)>ulai' sti'cct drama of Punch not to let the audience 
or spectators see his legs. It is very hard for the 
writer of papers like these, wliich are now comiug to 
their conclusion, to keep his personality from showing 
itself too conspicuously through the thin disgiiiscs of 
his various characters. As the show is now over, as 
the curtain has fallen, 1 appear before it in my proper 
person, to address a few words to the friends who have 
assisted, os the French say, by their presence, and os 
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v.'c the word, hy the Ivind wny hi which they have 
leceived iny attempts at tladr entertainment. 

This series of papers is the fourth of its kind whicli 
I have offered to my readers. I may be allowed to 
look back upon the succession of serial articles which 
was commencetl more than thirty years ago, in 1857. 
“ 'i'hc Autocrat of the lireakfa.st-Table ” was the first 
of tlie series. It was begun without the least idea 
wliat was to bo its course and its outcome. Its char- 
ac’ter.s shaped themselves graduall}' as the manuscript 
grew under my hand. I jotted down on the sheet of 
blotting paper before me the tlioughts and fancies 
wliich came into my head. A very odd-looking object 
was this page of memoranda. Many of the hints were 
worked up into formal shape, many were rejected. 
Sometimes I recorded a stor 3 ’, a jest, or a jnm for con¬ 
sideration, and made use of it or let it alone as my 
second thought <lccidcd. I remember a curious coin- 
cidcnce, which, if I have ever told in print, — I am 
not sure whether I have or not, — I will tell over again. 
X mention it, not for the pun, which I rejected as not 
ver}’ edif^’ing and perhaps not new, though I did not 
recollect having seen it. 

uMuHcvy Latin for woman; why apply that name to 
one of the gentle but occasionally obstinate sex? The 
answer was that a woman is (sometimes) more mulish 
than a mule. Please observe that I did not like the 
poor pun very well, and thought it rather rude and 
inelegant. So I loft it on the blotter, where it was 
standing when one of the next numbers of “ Punch 
came out and contained that very same pun, which 
must liave been hit \ipon by some English contributor 
at just about the same time 1 fell upon it on this 
side of the Atlantic. This fact may be added to the 
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chapter of coincidences which belongs to the first 
number of this series of paiiers. 

Tho “Autocrat *’ had the attraction of novi-lty, which 
of course was wanting in the succeeding papers of 
similar chai-acter. The criticisms upon the s\iccessive 
nximbors as they came out were various, but generally 
encouraging. Some were more than encouraging ; 
very high-colored in their phrases of commendation. 
When the papers were brought together in a volume 
their success was beyond my expectations. Up to tho 
present time tho “Autocrat” has maintained its 
position. An immortiiHty of a whole generation is 
more than most writers arc entitled to expect. I ven¬ 
ture to think, from the letters I receive from tho chil¬ 
dren and grandchildren of my first set of readers, that 
for some little time loi^ger, least, it will continue to 
be read, and even to be a favorite with some of its 
readers. A'bn omnis moriar is a pleasant thought to 
one who has loved his poor little planet, and will, 1 
trust, rchiiu kindly recollections of it through whatever 
wilderness of worlds he may be called to wander in his 
future pilgrimages. I say “poor little planet.” Kver 
since I had a ten cent look at the transit of Venus, a 
few years ago, through the telescope in the Mall, tho 
earth has been wholly different to mo from what it 
used to be. I knew from books what a speck it is in 
the universe, but nothing ever brought tho fact homo 
like tlie sight of tho sister planet sailing across the 
8uu*H disk, about largo enough for a buckshot, not 
large enough for a full-sized bullet. Yes, I love tho 
little globule where I have spent more than fourscore 
years, and I like to think that some of my thoughts 
and some of inj' emotions may live themselves over 

again when I nin sleeping. I cannot thank all tho 

u 
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kiinl renders of the Aotoernt\vho arc constantly 
scndini? me their aeUnowledgincnts. If thej’- see this 
printed page, let tlicm be assured that a writer is al¬ 
ways rendered hajipier by being told that he has made 
a fellow-beinu: wiser or better, or even contributed to 
his harmless entertainment. This a correspondent 
may tal^e for granted, even if his letter of grateful 
recognition receives no reply. It becomes more and 
more ilillicnlt for mo to keep up with my correspon¬ 
dents, and T must soon give it uj^ as impossible. 

*•'riie Ihofessor at the llreakfast Table” followed 
Immediately on the heels of the Atitocrat.” The 
Professor was the aittr C(jo of the first personage. In 
tlu' earlier series lie had jdayeil a secondary part, and 
in this second series no great eft'ort was made to create 
a character wholly unlilcc the first. The Professor 
was more outs[)okcn, liowevcr, on religious subjects, 
and brought down a good deal of hard language on 
himself and the author to whom he owed his existence. 
I suppose he may have used some irritating exitres- 
sions, unc'onsciously, but not unconscientiously, I am 
sure. There is nothing harder to forgive than the 
sting of an epigram. Some of the old doctors, I feai*, 
never pardoned mo for sa 3 ’ing that if a ship, loaded 
with an assorted cargo of the drugs which used to bo 
consitlercd the natural food of sick people, went to the 
bottom of the sea, it would be all the bettor for man¬ 
kind and all the worse for the fishes.” If I had not 
put tliat snajiper on the end of my whip-lash, I might 
Jiave got oft* without the ill temper which iny antithe¬ 
sis provoked. Tliirty j’cars set that all right, and the 
same thirty j’^cars have so changed the theological at¬ 
mosphere that such abusive words as “ heretic ” and 
“ infidel,” applied to pcrsoiis who differ from the old 
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stainlards of faith, arc chieHy interci^ting* as a test of 
brcecling, being seldom used b}* any people above the 
social lialf-oastc line. I am speaking of Protestants ; 
how it may be among Koman Catholics I do not Imow, 
but I suspect that with them also it is a good deal a 
matter of breeding. There were not wanting some 
who liked the Professor better than the Autocrat. I 
confess that I prefer my champagne in its first burst 
of gaseous enthusiasm ; but if my guest likes it bettor 
after it has stood awhile, I am pleased to accommodate 
him. The first of my series came from my mind 
almost with an explosion, like the cham]>agnc cork ; 
it startled me a little to see what I had written, and 
to hear what people said .about it. After that first 
explosion the How was more sober, and I looked upon 
the product of my wine-press more coolly. Oo7itinua- 
tioTia almost always sag a little. I will not say that 
of my own second effort, but if others said it, I should 
not be disposed to wonder at or to dispute them. 

“ The Poet at the Breakfast Tablo ** came some 
years later. This scries of papci*s was not so much a 
continuation as a resurrection. It was a doubly haz¬ 
ardous attempt, made without any extravagant expec¬ 
tations, and was received as well as I had any right 
to anticipate. It differed from the other two series in 
containing a poem of considovablo length, published in 
Buccessivo portions. This poem holds a good deal of 
self-communing, and gave mo tho opportunity of ex¬ 
pressing somo thoughts and feelings not to be found 
clsowlicro in my writings. I had occasion to read tho 
whole volume, not long since, in preparation for a new 
edition, and was rather more pleased with it than I bail 
expected to be. An old author is constantly rcdiscov- 
ing himself in the more or less fossilized.productions 
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oE his earlier 3 *cars. Tt is a long- time since I have 
read the “ Autocrat,” but I take it up now and then 
and read in it for a few minutes, not alwaj'S without 
some degree of edification. 

These three scries of i-iapers, “ Autocrat,” “ Pro¬ 
fessor,” “ Poet,” are all studies of life from somewhat 
dilYercnt points of view. They are largelj’ made up 
of sober reflections, and a])peared to me to require 
some lively human interest to save them from weari¬ 
some didactic didncss. AVhat could be more natural 
than that love should find its w.aj' among the j-oung 
people who hel})cd to make up the circle gathci-cd 
around the table ? Nothing is older than the story of 
3 'onng love. Nothing is newer than that same old 
storj’. A bit of gilding here and there has a wonder¬ 
ful effect in enlivening a landscape or an apartment. 
Napoleon consoled the Parisians in their year of defeat 
b^' gilding tlio dome of the luvalidos. Boston has 
glorified her State House and herself at the expense 
of a few sheets of gold leaf laid on the dome, which 
shines like a sun in the cj'os of her citizens, and like a 
star in those of the approaching traveller. I think 
the gilding of a lovo-stoxy helped all three of these 
earlier papers. The same need I felt in the series of 
papers just closed. The slight incident of Delilah’s 
appearance and disappearance served my purpose to 
some extent. But what should I do with Number 
Kive ? The reader must follow out her career for 
himself. For mj’self, I think that she and the Tutor 
have both utterly forgotten the difference of their 
years in the fascination of intimate intercourse. I do 
not believe that a nature so large, so rich in affection, 
as Number Five’s is going to fall defeated of its best 
inheritance of life, like a vine which finds no support 
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for its tendrils to twine aroiiml, and so creeps along 
the gcound from which nature meant that love should 
lift it. I feel as if I ought to follow these two person¬ 
ages of niy sermonizing story until they* come together 
or scpai*ate, to fade, to wither, — perhaps to die, at 
last, of something like what the doctors call Jicart-Jad- 
urc^ but whitrh might more truly* be called hcavt-star- 
valion. When I say r7/c, I do not mean necessarily 
the death that goes into the obituary* column. It may 
come to that, in one or both ; but I think that, if they 
are never united. Number I'ive will outlive the Tutor, 
who will fall into melancholy ways, and pine and 
waste, while she lives along, feeling all the time that 
.she has cheated herself of happiness. I hope that is 
not "oinjr to be their fortune, or misfortune. Vieillc 
JiUe fait jciine maricc. What a youthful bride Num¬ 
ber Five would be, if she could only make up her 
mind to matrimony ! In the mean time she must be 
left with her lambs all around her. M.ay heaven 
temper the winds to them, for they have been shorn 
very close, every one of them, of their golden ilceco 
of aspir.ations and anticipations. 

1 must avail myself of this opportunity to say* a few 
words to my distant friends who take interest enough 
in my* writings, eaily or recent, to wish to enter into 
communication with me by letter, or to keep up a 
communication already begun. I have given notice in 
print that the letters, books, and manuscripts which I 
receive by mail are-so numerous that if 1 undertook 
to read and answer them all X should have little time 
for any’thing else. I have for some years depended 
on the assistance of a secretary, but our joint efforts 
have proved unable, of late, to keej> down the accumu¬ 
lations which come in with every mail. So many of 
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the letters I receive arc of a pleasaut character that it 
is liard to let them go unaclaiowleclgcil. The extreme 
friendliness which pervades intuiy of them gives them 
a value which I rate very highly. AVhen large nmn- 
hers of strangers insist on claiming one as a friend, on 
the strength of what he has written, it tends to make 
him think of himself somewhat indnlgently. It is the 
most natural thing in the world to want to give ex¬ 
pression to tlio feeling the loving messages from far- 
off unknown friends must excite. Many a daj' has 
had its best working houis broken into, spoiled for all 
literary work, by the labor of answering correspon¬ 
dents whose good opinion it is gratifying to have 
called forth, but who were unconsciously laying a new 
burden on shoidders already aching. I know too well 
that what I say will not roach the eyes of many who 
might possibly take a hint from it. Still I must 
keep repeating it bofoic breaking off suddenly and 
leaving whole piles of letters unanswered. I have 
been very heavily handicapped for many years. It is 
j)arlly my own fault. Trom what my correspondents 
tell me, I must infer that I have established a dangex’- 
ous reputation for willingness to answer all sorts of 
letters. They come with such insinuating liuiuillty, 
— they cannot boar to intrude ixpon my time, they 
know that 1 have a great inaixy calls upon it, — and 
incontinently })roeecd to lay their additional weight on 
the load which is breaking my back. 

The hypocrisy' of kind-hearted ])cople is one of the 
most painful exhibitions of liuman weakness. It has 
ocenrred to mo that it might he profitable to repro¬ 
duce some of my unwritten answers to correspondents. 
If those which were actually written and sent were 
to be printed iii parallel columns with those mentally 
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formed but not written out responses and comments, 
the reader would get some idea of the internal con¬ 
flicts an honest and not unainiable pei'son has to go 
through, when he finds himself driven to the wall by 
a corresijondence which is draining his vocabulary to 
find expressions that sound as agreeably, and signify 
as little, as the phrases used by a diplomatist in clos¬ 
ing an official communication. 

No. 1. "Want my autograph, do you? And don t 
know how to spell my name ! An a for an c iu my 
middle name. Leave out the I in my last name. Do 
you know how people hate to have their names mis¬ 
spelled ? What do you suppose are the sentiments 
entertained by the Thompsons with a towards those 
who address them in writing as Tliomson ? 

No. 2. Think the lines you mention are by far the 
best I overwrote, hey? 'Well, I didn’t write those 
lines. What is more, I think they arc as detestable a 
string of rhymes as 1 could wish my worst enemy had 
written. A very pleasant frame of mind I am iu for 
writing a letter, after reading yours ! 

No. 3. I am glad to hear that my namesake, whom 
I never saw and never expect to see, has cut another 
tooth ; but why write four pages on the strength of 
that domestic occurrence? 

No. 4. You wish to correct an error in my Broom- 
stiek poem, do you? Yoxi give mo to understand 
that Wilmington is not in Essex County, but in Mid¬ 
dlesex. Very well; but arc they separated by run- 
ning water ? Because if they are not, what could 
hinder a witch from crossing the lino that sci)arates 
"NVilmingtou from Andover, I shoidd like to know? 1 
never meant to imply that the witches made no excur¬ 
sions beyond the district which was more especially 
their seat of operations. 
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As I come towards the end of this task which I had 
sot myself, I wish, of course, that I could have per¬ 
formed it more to my own satisfaction and that of my 
readers. This is a feeling which almost every one 
must have at the conclusion of any work he has un- 
<lcrtakon. A conunon and very simple reason for this 
disappointment is that most of us overrate our capac¬ 
ity. We expect more of ourselves than we have any 
right to, in virtue of our endowments. Tlie figurative 
descriptions of the last Grand Assize must no more 
be t.akcn literally than the golden crowns, which we 
do not cxjicct or want to wear on our heads, or the 
golden harps, which we do not want or expect to hold 
in our hands. Is it not too true that many religious 
sectaries think of the last tribunal complacentl}*, as 
the scene in which they are to have the satisfaction of 
saj'ing to the believers of a creed different from their 
own, “ I told you so '' ? Arc not others oppx'csscd 
witli the thought of the great returns which will be 
expected of them as the product of their great gifts, 
the very limited amount of which the)’ do not suspect, 
and will be very glad to learn, even at the expense of 
their self-love, when they are called to their account? 
If the wa 3 's of the Supreme Being are ever reallj' to 
bo “ justified to men,” to use Milton’s expression, 
every human being maj* expect an exhaustive explana¬ 
tion of himself. No man is capable of being his own 
counsel, and I cannot help ho]>ing that the ablest of 
the archangels will be retained for the defence of the 
worst of sinners. He himself is unconscious of the 
agencies Nvhich made him what he is. Self-determin¬ 
ing he may be, if 3 ’ou will, but who determines the 
self which is the proximate source of the determina¬ 
tion ? Why was the A self like his good uncle in 
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boiUly aspect and mental and moral qualities, and the 
B self like the batl uncle in look and character? 
Has not a man a right to ask this question in the hero 
or in the hereafter, — in this world or in any world 
in which he may iind himself? If the Allwisc wishes 
to satisfy his reasonable and reasoning creatures, it 
will not be by a display of elemental convulsions, but 
by the still small voice, which treats with him as a de¬ 
pendent entitled to know the meaning of his exist¬ 
ence, and if there was anything wrong in his adjust¬ 
ment to the moral and spiritual conditions of the 
world around him to have full allowance made for it. 
No inclodrainatic display of warring elements, such as 
the white-robed Second Adventist imagines, can meet 
the need of the human heart. The thunders and 
liglitniugs of Sinai terrified and impressed the more 
timid souls of the idolatrous and rebellions caravan 
which the great leader was conducting, but a far no¬ 
bler manifestation of divinity was that when “ the 
Lord spake unto Closes faeo to face, as a man speak- 
cth unto his friend.*’ 

I find the burden and restrictions of rhjnno more 
and more troublesome as I grow older. There arc 
times when it seems natural enough to employ that 
form of cx])rcssion, but it is only occasionally ; and 
tbc \i8c of it as the vehicle of the commonplace is so 
prevalent that one is not much tempted to select it as 
the medium for his thoughts and emotions. The art 
of rhyming has almost become a part of a liigb-school 
cilucation, and its practice is far from being an cvb 
deuce of intellectual distinction. ^Icdiocrity is as 
much forbidden to the poet in our days as it was in 
those of Horace, and the immense majority of the 
verses written are stamped with hopeless mediocrity. 
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"Wlieii one of the ancient poets found he was trying 
to grind out verses which came unwillingly, he said 
he was writing 


IKVITA MINERVA. 

Vex not the Muse with itUo prayers,— 
fcihe will not lic.^r thy call ; 

She stc.als upon thee unawares. 

Or seeks thee not at all. 

Soft as the niuonbeains when they sought 
Kiulyiiiion’s fragrant bower. 

She parts the whispering loaves of thought 
To show her full-blown flower. 

For thee her wooing hour has passcil, 

The singing birds have Itown, 

And winter comes with icy blast 
To chill thy buds unblown. 

Yet, though the woods no longer tlirill 
As oiiec their arches rung. 

Sweet echoes hover round tliee still 
Of songs thy summer sung. 

Livo in thy past ; await no more 
The rush of heaven-sent wings ; 

Earth still has music left in store 
While Memory sighs and sings. 

I hope my special Minerva may not alwaj^s be un¬ 
willing, but she must not he called upon as she has 
been in times past. Now that the teacups have loft 
the table, an occasional evening call is all that my 
readers must look for. Thanking them for their kind 
companionship, and hoping that I may yet meet them 
in the now and thons of the future, I bid them good¬ 
bye for the immediate present. 
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201, 210. 2.M, 250, 254-2«.'2, 2U0. 
MiUhell, Donald Grant, 133. 

Mitchell, Weir, an eipruoeion borrowcBl 
from, 28 ; lii* treatment of iierrou* 
eahanetion, 184. 

^lont BlAno of foiiracore, the, 27. 
Moulefioni, 81r Muoce, 190. 

Monuineiit* which are a |>erpciual eye- 
oore, 101 , 105. 

Voriiof, I lie c«*aya of, lO). 

Morloy, Joins oa otcrual punUhuicnt, 
253. 

ifoeesin miiarkably good cofxllUoo/or 
a fnrin of A/* *^0^% 

>lother’e inttueikce, a, 247# 
a pun on, 3f>4. 

Uiiidc, the nnfatlioinalde myaterie* of, 
U5; cou bo trouHalcd only by mu*lci 


08; Iho VQhij/uh of spiritual being, 
W. 

M4iiicd*ath«, eOO<i for the roul, 'Ji. 
MusiclAU, The, 52, 243, 2t*5, 21 m . 

Xahuiii, a prophecy of, 210. 

National Hymn, our, 2*J. 

Nature, her black drop, 30, 30; a* a 
uur»«.s *55; euppUed tho mold* for 

f iyramiil and 4>1^*li*k, 101 ; dcAls s' iw“ 

> w ith tho old, 2iU ; pilUcos yet i.lll- 
ful, 210 . 

Niagara, a giant’* tongue, 214. 

Nile, wtien Tho Dictator eai>ocU to \iut 
the. lOtK 

Nobility, cvrtuu titles of, 219. 9^2. 
Number Five, 48, 5*>, f»l, 53, 55, r*s *d, 

70, 7S ki, N*, n 7, 9i\ 1^;, nr. 

W, lUih 111,113, 119, 121, 131, 113. 141, 
14b, IKi, l«r?, IG 8 . 174-179, 199, 2^ri, 
2Hh 217, 2:iH-2 l7, 257, 258, 2bl-2«^, 
2<2>, 2i-i*s 2ti8, 279, 2S3-2^’7, UO-OTJ, 

Number fleven, 11, 4S, 53, r.8. 75, 79. 81, 
FJ. 89. 94 -Im;. vr9, 111-111, 117. I Jii. 
Ip; I.Vi, Hd, \i^^, 2*0 ft /e/., 217, 
•2Jb, 237, 2 :^*, 200, 2C7, 279, 2>1. 299, 
3ill. 

Oatmeal or pie * 185, \M, 

Obituary notio«> of hiuis<df, Thu Dio- 
tator read* on, hVi. 

*M)eeaaiiinid *• i*oe:ns 270. 

Octogi’iiarian, iiow lu bccomo an, 181 

ft /C'/. 

Olrl ivge, cheerfvd. '53 ; tho great priv¬ 
ilege of, 31 ; liablU are iU erut.he*, 
&4 i like on opiuin-4lrcam, 39; reli¬ 
gion* attitude of, 45 ; W’^^rvlawortli.** 
picture of, In “ Matthew.'* 48; Uudor 
uudaiicholy of, 192 ; a luilr of rpocto- 
ole* hi* ooildle, *295. 

♦* Old Blue,** 31. 

Orthohraehlan*. the, 54. 

Orer-Feodiug. Intellectual, 14S. 

Parasite, a murderou* South Amcricois 
92. 

Parr. ThoiikO*, 20. 

Parricide, moral. *248. 

Patch. Mr. Kaiuucd, 15*7. 

yVtfu d< Choffrin of Slate Street, the, 

I Pen* aUel, and gold) drink too 

I often, 290. 

I Perkin*, Colonel, of Conneotlrut, 20, 

[ prrveroity, occooloual |Mrua>ain* oft 
1 2S2- 

/Vfff rerrr, the, 201, 292. 

. Phi Beta iupia Society, dinner* of the, 
I 0 ; Kiueroou** Oration befure, 333. 

1 Phllli|>*, Orriivlllo Tudor. IH. 

I'icroc, Profeasor Bctijamiii. 28* 

Pltidmr, hi* ode* wero occoolonal poem*, 
• 270 . 

Plagfariiun, rofitc4€>u4p 153* 

Potd, a, would not moke rln^nc* while 
1 hi* house wo* burning, *27v; nor do- 
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A vor5irie<l to his 

A lit A nil.!« *JH>. 

poet nt 111 *' nreal:fast Table, Xh**, ct 

Poftry, n matter of heart-1 •»*•“t41 ; a.** 

contapious AA tiic.v>le<%, r>4i; attennate*! 

volumes of, 70; ovcr>lK>*ly laii U*irii 
to make, 77 ; “ tau^rht h> tN>elve h*«- 
Aoii}*,'* ; a Primer of. for the 

of the hliot A'^ylnm, N>, M ; luaiitifiie' 
ture of, N4 ; the a*-lie3 <»f emotion, .*7^1. 

Poet.*! not parlictilarly shortens*c<i, 40, 

*' Potter, the ventrihinulst,” 77. 

Pre#i9, the great glanA of tho civilized 
oriraninm, 14S; oiio cannot keep up 
svi*h the. 151. 

PresMUiptioiiA, tiaU our work in life Is to 
overcome, •JS l. 

PrieAtley, !tp., IW 

Professor at tho Pre.akfast Table, Tho, 

i7 

Profewr, The, Cl, .Vl. .V*. r>t\ r>l, r.7, 71, 
Ml. OC, 01. 05. OS 111. M l, no, 115. 
Ill, 107, JIM), lau, Cl7, CU5. 

Pulpit Aiel )K*\VK, ri lalioii <«f. CIS. 

PiiuMlniK^tit, future. C1.7 <7 sr^/. 

i*Mr«at(»ry, dtx-trlm* of, among New Eng¬ 
land Pr<»te«tant«, *.MI. 

Pyraiuiti and ohelUk. etenial types, 101, 

I'yx, n quart/, )t>l, 1U5. 

Qnarlteh, Hernard, 115 e/ 4 ^ 7 . 

Uuiiicy, Josiah, 27. 

Ranke, Leopold, 27. 

Ratlibone, Fred., 13 rf 4 ^ 7 . 

Reading, as to n ci>ur,se of, 140 r/ feq. 

Realism, 1(»5 rf 

UealihtM, tin* great iiustakc of the, 100. 

Rejteating, liability of, on the part of a 
writer, H ; propriety of, 0. 

Rhymes arc Iron fettora, 70; cool ofT a 
maiPa poj^sjon, 2S0. 

Itliythin lA a tether, 70. 

Rogera, S.aTituek, 2fV4, 270. 

Uo9c and thoFcni, Tho, 118. 

Hoyco, Profeasor, 1C, 17. 

Saqui, Madame, 42. 

Saturn, tho atinosphero of, Cl ; metals 
found on, <i2; tho great hiduatrial 
prmhict of, C3; no looking-glooses In, 
i'rl ; life dull in, i'«5 ; dialocatiOQ of the 
lower jaw coiumon in, 05. 

Saturniiius, tiie, 02-04. 

Scrlhblera feed on each other, 24. 

Seventh son of a seventh son, 205. 

Shaftcsbui^, I‘^rl of, his description of 
Henry HAatiiigs, 27. 

Shovel, Sir Cloudcsioy, 200. 

Silliman, ProfcssoFi IG. 

Sinmondi, 253. 

Smalioy, Mr., rendors valuable aid, 270. 

Spagiioletto, a revolting picture by, 107. 

Sitocialiita, medical, 125 et seq* 

Squinting brains, IHl, DO, 111, 111, 115, 
102, ICC, 204, 281, 282. 


' Stone.cntter.Number Seven’s respect for 
! a. 215. 

StrnMbrug«, the. 3^s 

Style^*raphic pen, pro.«aic but use fid, 

' 2*.*** 2*.**.* 

Sugar* howl, the poetical, 75, 03, 117, 
117, V'^5. 

Swift. Doan, lOD, 

Symptoms, tho cnUivatlon of, l>7. 

Tail, a giant's, 154, 155. 

Tart.arus, 250. 

Tartanie, the Christian, 254. 

' Teacups do not lioM so iiiucli as cofTee* 
cups, 21 . 

Tears, Old Eton’s, 30. 

Teetotalism, tweaking tho nose of, 202. 

Ttdescoix* in the Mall, the, 5(15. 

Toiinysoii, Lord, 41. 

Tlie^'jdjnwitus, 11*0. 

Tliomas, Iviitii, 200. 

'riiArnton, Abraham, 13. 

Thought, a fine dow of, checked by a 
goosg^quiU, 21*0. 

Thoughts, attrition of, 11. 

Tliread, of .a discourse, lost, 207. 

Threshing old straw, lU. 

Time, throatens with tho sand bng, 30. 

TitloH of distinction, Americau apiH*tito 
fop, 222, 231. 

To tho Eleven Ladies, 43. 

ToImcco, often harmful, 184. 

Too Vouiig for Love, 202. 

Toothaches, tclci^athio, possible czlsU 
ence of, 17. 

Trees, tho real, livo underground, 212: 
their tails, 213. 

Trombone, playing the,*' with a book, 
2115. 

Tutor, Tlic, 4D, 50, 00, 00, lon, HO, 174, 
175, 177, 170. 217, 241-244, 202, 20*3, 
2121-207, 2TD, 283-287, 301, 3U2, 308, 
300. 

Um, the, in which Tho Te.aeups put 
their unsigned poems, 75, 03,117,110, 
285. 

Vanity does not die out of tho old, 205. 

Viper, a, not so bad as a child, 240. 

Vocabulary, stirring up a w*riter's un« 
sanctified, 8 ; tho lover’s, 91. 

Voices, tho quality of, 178. 

Wagon, an old broken-down, 208 e/ seq. 

Walker, James, 34. 

Warming-pans, useful iu tho West In¬ 
dies, 231. 

Washington monument, the, 102, 103. 

Wnshin^on pie, 180. 

Well-Bwcop, tho old-fashioned, 207,208. 

Wheel, an extmor<Unary product of 
genius and skill, 2CS et seq, 

Whewell, Dr., 1G4. 

Whitman, Mr., 234, 235. 

Whittier, John Oreonleaf, 41. 

Wife, preferred at tho piano mthor than 
at the dissccthig-tablo, 225. 
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\9ilU», N. P., 147. 

Wotn4»u« hoolL^t&aten^ 157. 
Writiog by tbc y^rd, 8. 

TouDg* Pimon, 40. 

Youug America, let lum roll! 23S« 
You&g day*, boutlog about, 32. 


Young people prefer the thoughte end 
laftgtAAge of their own generation. 7. 
Youthful wonuiUiood, a garJoD*b^ of, 
2C7. 

Zaehdarm, Philippue, 37. 

ZoLft, bL, 107 ci icg. 
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A Caiaio^e o/ American and P'orei^ti ISooks T'ublisheJ or 
Jni/>orleJ by Messrs. Sampson I-ow & Co. can 

be had on af'Jilication. 

St. Dusulati's lloiiSfy fetter Lane, fJeei Street, Lonjon, 

Ok (cber, IS90. 

3 ^flrttioii from tl;r ILxsi of Books 

PUDLISIIEO I'.y 

SAMPSON LOW, MARSTON, SEARLE, & RIVINGTON, 


Low’s Standard Novels, pnge 17. 

Low’s Standard Books for Boys, page xg. 
Low’s Standard Series, page 20. 

Sea Stories, by W. Clark Russell, page 26. 


ALPHABETICAL LIST* 

^ (ly. ofid CiiPtnifiqhtim. I^iofU^rs 0/ the 

Alps. With photogravure portraits of guides. Sm.nU 4to, gilt toj'. 


21/. 


Adam and Jtet//era/d. An A/gont/nin J\fatden. Cr. 8vo, 5X4 
Alcett. Works of the late A/iss Louisa May A loott :— 

Aunt Jo's Scrap-bag. Cloth, 2/. ; gilt, 2x. CL 
Light Cousins. Illustrated, 2/.; cloth gilt, 6 d. 

Jack and Jill* Illustrated, 2/.; cloth gilt, 3/. 

Jo*s Boys. 5/* 

Jimmy's CruLsc In the rinafore, &c. Illustrated, cloth, 2x.; gilt edges, 
3/. 64/. 

Little Men. Double vob, 2/.; cloth, gilt calces, ys. (xi. 

Little Women, i/. > f voL, cloth, 2-r. ; Larger c<L, gilt 

Little Women Wedded. I/. } c<lgc.s, 3/. 6-/. 

Old-fashioned Girl. 2x.; cloth, gilt edges, 3/. 6*/. 

Rose in Bloom. 2/.; cloth gilt, jx. 6 L 
Shawl Straps. Cloth, 2/. 

Silver Pitchers. Cloth, gilt criges, 3/. 6^/. 

Under the Lilacs. Illustrated, 2/ ; cloth gilt, 5r« 

Work: a Story of Kxpcriencc. i/. > X voL, cloth, gilt 

Again.** Ix. J 


Its Sequel, “ Beginning Ag; 


edges, 3x. 6*/. 


Alco/t. JhA/e^ Letters and Journats 0/ Louisa May Alcotl^ 
By Edhaii 1 >. Cheney. Cr. Svo, 6x. 

—- liecolt ctions 0/ A/y Childhoods Days^ Crown Svo, 

3 f. 6c/. 

-See also I.ow*s Standard Series. 

Alden L.') Adventures oj" Jimmy lirenvn. Ill. Sm. Svo, 
3/. CJ. 

■ Trying to Jind JZuro/>e^ 111 . s., crown Svo, 2S. 6 ./, 

A 
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S^inipsoti Lcm\ J^Iarston, < 5 ?* Co's 


Al^er {y^. G.) Eu^yis/imen in tht I^'ronoh lievo/u/ion, cr. 8vo, Ts. (id. 
Amateur Angief^s Days in Dove Dale : Dhrce ll'eeks' Idoltday 
in 1884. Hy K. M. l/. 6./. ; boards, u. ; larjjc paper, 5/. 

Andersen. Dairy Dales. An entirely new Translation. With 
over 500 Illuslrations by Scan<lin.avjan Arti-ts. Small 410, 6 j. 

Anclins^. See Amateur, “ Cutcliffe,” “Fennell,” “Halford,” 

•• liamilton.” “Marlin,’* “ Orvis,’* “Pennell,’’ ■‘Prill.” “Senior,” 
“Stevens,” “Thcakston,” “Walton.” “ Wells,” and “ WilHs-IUind.” 

Arnold (A.) Ammonia and Ammonium Compounds. 111 . Cr. 
8vo, 5/. 

Art Dducation. See “ Biographies,” “ D’Anvers,” “ Illustrated 

Text Hooks,” “Mollctl's Dictionary.” 

Artistic Japan. Illustrated with Coloured Plates. Monthly 
Royal 4to, 2J.; vuls. I. to IV., roy. 4to, extra emblematic bimling, 
Jalmnc^c silk, 15/. each. 

Ashe {^Robert J\) D^anda, England's Latest Charge. Cr, 
8vo, stifT cover, is. 

- Dic'O Kin^s 0/ Uganda. New Fd. Cr. 8vo, 3^. Csd. 


pyALD IV/LL ( James') Story oj Siegfried. 6 s. 

— - . Story oj the Golden Age. lllust. by Howard Pyle. 

Cr. Svo, 6 s. 

■ — Story oJ Roland. Crown Svo, 6 s. 

Darlotv (Aljreif) Weai'ing by Hand atid by Po 7 uer. With 
several hundred Illustrations. Thinl UUlilion, royal Svo,j^l S-’'- 
Darnum {D. D.) Dollars and Sense. Svo. 

Rassett {D. S.) Legends and Superstitions oJ the Sea. is. 6 d. 


THE BAYARD SERIES. 

Edited by the late J. IlAiN Friswell. 

rieasurc Books of Literature produced in the Choicest Style. 

*' We c.an hardly tm.-xeine bcUcr books for boys to read or for men to ponder 


over/'— 

Z'r/V/ 2^. tH. fa^h «»fnpUtt 

' Xk»ith xilh Attd 

The Story of the Chevalier Bayanh 
Toinville^s Si. Louis of France. 

The Lj^says of Abraham Cowley. 
Abdallah. By Edouard Laboullaye. 
Napoleon, Table-Talk and Opinions. 
Words of Wellington. 

Johnson^s Rasselas. With Notes. 
HazlitCs Round TMde. 

The Rcligio Mcdici, ITydriotaphia, 
&c. By Sir Thomas Browne, Knt. 


in iUei/t JitxihU doth txtroy ^itt tdgtSp 

Coleridge’s Chrislabcl, &c. With 
Preface by Algernon C. Swinburne. 

Ballad Poetry of the Affections. By 
Robert Buchanan. 

Lord ChcstcrficKPs Letters, Sen^ 
tences, and Maxims. With Essay 
by Sainte-Bcuve. 

The King and the Commons. Cava* 
licr and Puritan Songs. 

Valhek. By William Beck ford* 


List of Puhlicatiofis. 
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^ 7 /<f Hayard Scries {continued.) ^ 

Essays in Mosaic. iiy Uallantync. *Socrates : ^femoirs for English 
My Uncle 1 oby ; his Story and Kcailcrs from Xenophon’s ^femo* 

his Friends. IJy P. Fitzgerald. rabilia. 15 y Edw. Lcvicn. 

Reflections of Rochefoucauld. Prince AU>ert's Gohlcn Precepts. 

^ containing is yoluHtet, price CJ ; or tke Cate teytratelj, price 3s. 6d. 

Jieaconsfield. See IIitcmm.sn, 

Deau^rand (C.) M'alks Abroad oJ~ Treo Young JVatura/isfs, 
liy D. Sharp, lllusl., Svo, ys. 6./. 

I 3 ecc/ter {II. lY.) Aitthentic ISiogra/>/iy, and Diary. III. Svo, 2 is. 

- Honoood ; Vii/a^e lije in I\~ezo Dngland. Crown 

Svo, 6r. 

Deer Mantt/aefure. See Tiiausing. 

Dehnke and liroione. C/ii/ii's I'oice : its Dreatntent ivith regard 

to After Development. Small Svo, 3/. 6./. 

" See also JJuowne. 

Dili {II. If. /.) Obeah : A^egro fl'itc/icra/t in the JYest Indies. 

Crown Svo, zj. CtJ. 

Deyschlag. Deniale Costume Digures of various Centuries. 12 
rcprfKluctions of pastel designs in portfolio, imperial. 21/. 
Dickersteth {Disiiop D. II) Clergytnan in his Home. is. 

- Dro/n Year to Year: Original Doetical Tieces. Small 

post Svo, 3/. Of/. ; roan, 6/. and ^r.; calf or morocco, lOr. C<i. 

' I'he jMasteds Home-Call. N. cd. 321110, cloth gill, \s. 

^ Masters lYill. Eimcral Sertnon. ix., sewed, tod. 

■ I'he Ileef and other I\irables. Crown Svo, 2s. Cid. 

“ Shadow of the Dock. Select Religions Poetry. 2x. Od. 

"■ Shado^ved Ilonie and the light D'^yond, 5X. 

—I- Sec also “ Hymnal Comp.nnion.” 

Dillroth {Tli.) Care 0/ the Sick^ at Home and in the Hospital. 

IHuslralcdt crown Svo, 6/« 

D/ographies 0/ the Great Artists {IllustrateiD. Crown Svo, 
emblematical binding, y.OJ. |>er volume, except where the price is given. 
RarbizonSchoal. I. Minet,\-c. ^ »in i, Gainslwrougli and Constable. 

"T. — T— -n.Corot,&c.i 7/6 Ghil>erti .and Donatello. 2s. OJ. 

Claude leLoiram, by Owen J.Dullc.-i. (liotto. by Harry Quiltcr. 

Correggio, by M. E. Heaton. 2s.Ctt. Ham Holbein, by Joseph CundalL 
Cox (David) and Dc Wint. Ilogarthj by Austin Dob^oiK ^ 

George Cniiksnank, Life and Works, l^ndscer, by F. G. Stevens 
Della Kobbia and CclUnL a/. 6f/. Lavvrcncc and Romney; by Lord 
AiA^rccht iJUrcr, Iw IL Heath. Ronald Gower# z/^. 6*/. 

Figure l^aintcrs of Holland. Leonardo da Vinci. 

I* Angelico, Hasaccio, and Rotti** Little Masters of Germany, by W* 

H. Scott. ' 

Fra Rartolommcoj Albcrtlnclli^ and Mantegna and Krancla. 

Andrea del Sarto. Mcissonicr, by J. W. MollclL 2s. Cd. 

A a 
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.^.7'.v/'v.'// /1'7(\ u^farston, ^ 


Co.'s 


Jiioi^raphies of tho (S>\nt . lrlt.\ts {yonlinued.) 


Michelangelo IhioiinroUi. 1>y (.'Icincnt. 
j\Ialready Menionals, \*y Stcplicn'%, 
Murillo, by Illicit 1.. Minor, 2 s, 6/• 
Ovcrbeck, by ]. 15. AtKiii>on. 
KaphacI, by N. DWhvcin. 
Rembrandt, by J. W . 

RcynoKl-s, by 1*', S. I'uiliii^. 

Rubens by C- W. Kttl. 

Tintoretto^ by \V. R, Oalcr, 


Titian, by R, F. Heath. 

Turner, by Cosmo Monkhousc* 
Waiuiyck and Hals, by Head. 

\'an <lc \’eldc an<l the Dutch Painters* 
\’an I*yck, Memlinc, Maisys. 
Velasquez, by K. Stowe. 

\’crntl and L)elarocbe, by J. Rees. 
Watteau, by J. \Y. Mollett. 2 x. 6^/. 
Wdkic, by J. W. Mollett* 


Is VniCI’ARATlON. 
Miniature Painters of En<r. School. 


Jjird (y^ JS) American Pmclical Dycy^s Companion. 8vo, 42^. 

-(//. li.) Chess Pf act ice. Svo, 2S. Od. 

Pis hop (/s\ S.) Lee/arcs to uYurses on Antiseptics. With dia- 

pran>s, crown Svn, 2s. 

P/ach {L\\d^crt) JJorse Pacinj^ in Prance : a History. Svo, i4i‘. 
Jilacki^lW^ Standi fast C/a/x Koyslopi. 3 vols., cr. Svo, $is. Od. 
-See also Low’s Standard Novels. 

Plackburpi (^Charles P) /Lints on Catalogue Pities and Index 
Phuries, with a \'ocabtilar>' of I'crms and Abbreviations, chiefly from 
P'orcifjn Catalogues. Royal Svo, 14^. 

Plackbuni {LLenry) Art in the Jifountains^ the Oberamfftergau 
Passion Play. New cd., correctc<l to 1890, Svo, 5/. 

- Lire ton Polk. With 171 lllust. by Randolph Caldecott. 

Imperial Svo, gilt c<lgcs 2 1 a; plainer binding, tos. 64/. 

■ Lyrenees. Illustratcil by Gustave Dor^:, corrected 

to iSSi. Crown Svo. js. 6/. Sec also Caldecott. 

Plackmore (LI. P.) l\itapidKitty. A novel. 3 vols., crown Svo. 
31/. 67 . 

- - ■ I.orna Poone. Pdition de luxe. Crown 4to, very nume¬ 
rous Illustrations, cloth, gilt cilgcs, 31/. 6</.; parchment, uncut, top 
gilt, 33^*5 new issue, plainer, 21s. 

- Novels. See also I-ow*s Standard Novels. 

-- Sprifigha 7 *en. lllust, by Parsons and Barnard. 

Sq. Svo, 12^.; new ccHlion. 7x. 67 . 

Blaikie (^Wflliapfi) ILoxv to get Strong and henv to Stay so. 
Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, &c., Exercises. lllust., sm.post Svo, $s. 

— Sou fid Bodies for our Boys and Girls. lOmo, 2s. 6 d. 
PodUian. See Historic Bindings. 

Pomvick. British Colonies. Asia, is.; Africa, is. ; America, 
; Australasia, is. One vob, cloth, 5/. 

Bosanquet (Pcik C.) Blossoms from the King^s Garden : Sermons 
for Children. 2nd PIdilion, small post Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

- ^ Jehoshaphat; or^ Sunlight and Clouds, is. 
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JSo 70 gj; {G. S.^ and Zai7o of JZUctric Li^hlin^. Nevr 

edition, crown Svo, 12/. (yJ. 

May's Mroissart. Kinds' Arthur. Knightly lo^onJs of IValiS^ 
Percy. See I.anmf.r. 

Mradshasv (_/.) N'ew Ztaland as it is. Svo, 12^. 6 d. 

■ I^civ Zealand 0/ To-day, 1884-87. Svo, r^i-. 

JSrannt (/K. T.) Animal and Vegetable Tats and Oils- 
Illust., Svo, 3$/. 

- Jifanujaciure of Soap and Candles. Illust., Svo. 35^. 

- Metallic Alloys. After JCrupp and JI'ildl’er^cr. Ct- 

Svo, izj. 6c/. 

■ y/nej^ar. Cider, and Trail Wines. Illust., Svo., 25J. 
Jiright ( /ohn') J'uldic /..etters. Crown Svo, "js. 6 d. 

Mrisse {Taron') jMenus. In French and Fnglish, for every day 
in the Year. 7th Kdition, with 1200 recipes. Crown Svo, 5^. 

Jirittany. See IIlack uu RX. 

Jir<nvn{^A.f.')Rejecledof Men^ and Other Toents. I'cp.Svo, 3/. Cnf-. 

■ {^A. S.') Mitdeira and Canary Islands for Inzalids, 
Maps, crown Svo, sewed, 2/. Cd. 

■ - (^Robert) fade Abbott's log. 2 vols., cr. Svo, 2ir. 

Jtroivne (G. /.rnno.x-) yoice UseatidStimulants. Sni. Svo, ^s. Cd- 

■ and IJehnhe, yoice. Song, and Speech, i 55-.; new ed., 5J,. 
liryant ( / K C.) and Gay (S. IJ.') History of the United States-- 

Profusely IMustraled, 4 vols., royal Svo, 60/. 

Mryce (Rezn /^rifessor) Manitoba. Illust. Crown Svo, "js. Cd. 

• Short History 0/ the Canadian People. -js. Cid. 
jUurnaby {Mrs T.) fUgh Alps in Winter; or, A/ountaineering 

in Search of Hc.illli. With Illustralions, &:c., 14J, bee also Main. 
Jiurnley if.) I/istory 0/ Wool and IVoo/combing. Illust. Svo, 2\s- 
liurton {Sir R. T.) Tarly, Public, and Prh>ate Life. Kditecl 
by F. IIircuitAN. 2 vols., 8%'o, 36/. 

Mutler {biir ll'. T.) Campaign 0/the Cataracts. Illust., Svo, i8x» 

■ fnz'asion of Tngland, told tzventy years after. 3s. 6 d. 

• — Red Cloud; or, the Solitary Sioux. Irnpcri.il lOino, 
numerous illustrations, gilt edges, 3r. 6./.; pl.aincr binding, 2/. (>J. 

■ The Great Lone Land; Red River Expedition. "js. (>d. 

— J'he W'ild A’orth Land; the Story of a lyinter Journey 

with L)ogs across Northern North America. Svo, 18/. Cr. Svo, "Js. Cd- 
Pynner {E. L.) See Low’s Stand.ard Novels. 

^ABLE {G. W.) Sec Low’s Standard Novels. 

Cadogan {Lady Adelaide) Draiving-room Plays. los. 6 d. p 

acting edition, 6./. each. 



Sii>n/’SOii Jfarslofi, Co.s 


CaJo::,an (^La.iy Adclauh) Jllustratcd Gnmcsof P.iticnce. Twenty- 

four Di.itjianis in Colours, wilh lc>.t. Tcap. 4(0, I2f. 6./. 

—iW?c' Giiffic's 0/ Piiliitwe. Coloured l^i.igrams, 4^0, 

Caldecott {^Randolph') Momdr. By IIknuv Bi ackjiurx. With 
170 Kxami’lcs of lUc Ariel’s Work. Mf-; «iew 7 ^- 6 *'• 

_ ^ketches. ^Vith an Introduction by JI. Blackburn, 

4»r>, picture lioar'K, 2/. 6/. 

Cahloruia. See Nouduoff. 

Callan (//-) Wandering's on Wheel in Europe. Cr. Svo, hd. 
CampMi {Lady Colin) Book of the Runnin-^ Brook. 5^. 
Carleton, City Legends. Special Edition, illus., royal 8vo, 
12r. 0 '/. ; oolinnry edition, crown Svo, ir. , 

_ City Ballads. Illustrated, 12s. 6 d. New Ed. (Rose 

Library'', l6nv'. ir. i /• j 

_ Ctty Ballads and City Lee^ends. In one vol., 2s. bd. 

Barm Ballads, Barm Besthals, and Barm Les;enJs. 


r.ipcr lio.auls, ir. each ; 1 vol., sm.-ill po^t Svo, 3r. 6 /. 

Carnefe {^i.) American J'onr-in-1 land in J>rilain. Small 
4to, IIUi?.lratc<l. lOf 0/. Popuhar I dilion, p.apcr, if. 

_ Round the World. Svo, lor. bd. 

, Triumphant democracy. Os. ; also u. 6d. and ix. 
('hairma/ls Jlandhook. By R. F. 1). Palgravc. 5lh Kdit.,2X. 
Chaneced Cross, ^e. Religious Poems. lOmo, 2J. Od. ; calf. Ox. 
Chapin iF. Jf.) Mountaineering in Colorado, Beaks about 
I'Alc^ Park, Ilhn., lox. 6/. 

Chess. Sec Bird ( 11 . , i i 

Choice Editions of Choice Book^. (2f. Od. each.) Illustrated by 
C w. COVF. T. Cltl'sWKU, U..\.. K. 1'>UNCAX, PlRKRT 

POSTFR 1 C. UORSII Y. A.U..\.. ti. UlCKS, U. Kl lu'.KAVF. K.A., 
C. SioNi'noiisK. r. lAYi.Lit. (;. TIIOM.VS, n. J. Townshkni), 
!•:. Jl. Wi-.iiNKkr, HakiusON Wi ik, &c. New is^ue, is. per \oi. 

PlooinfichPs I'.armcr’s lh>y. MiUon s I. .Mlcgro. \V>ir 

Catiipbcirs Pleasures of Hope. Poctiy of Namre. * 

Cokri.hVs Ancient M.aritwr. Rogers (Sam.)l lc.asurcs of Memory. 

Gohlsmhh’s 1 'csertc.l Villaiie. Shakespeare’s Songs and Sonnets. 

Gohlsinilh’s Vicar «)f Wakcliehl, I ennyson s May Queen. 

(iray’s Klegy in a C hurchyard. I-li/.rhethan I oets. 

Ke.\ls’ Eve of St. Agnes. ordsworlh s 1 .istor.al Pocins. 

•• S>ich works arc a filonous Ix-aiific.Mion for .a poet.”—/I 
(Extra Volume) Runyan’s Pilgiiiu’s Progress. Illustrated, 2r. 

Christ in Son-.:. By Piiii.ir Scuaff. New F.d., gilt edges, Cx. 
dark (Mrs. K. M.) Southern Cross Fairy Tale. 111. 4to. 5/- 
Clarke {P.) Three Eigs^rs; a 7'ale of the Australian Fifties, 
Crown Svo, 6^. 



Lis/ of L*ubIUatwns. 


Co/IingwooJ {Harry) See Low’s Standard Books. 

Collifison {Sir R. ; Adf/t.) If.M.S. '^LLnierprise ” in search o/Sir 
J. Franklin. 8vo, 14/. 

Colonial Year-book. By A. J. R. Trendell. Crown 

8 vo, 6 /. Annually. 

Cook {Dution) Book 0/ the Rlay, New Exlition. i vol., jj. (sd. 

- — On the Stage : Studies. 2 vols., 8vo, clolli, 24^. 
Craddock (C. IL.) Hesfot 0/ Broomsedge Cot'e. Crown 8vo, 6x. 
Cretv {B.Rractical Breatise on Retroleum. Illust., 8vo, 2 Sj. 
Crouch {A.P.) Glimpses 0/ Pcverland: lYest African Waters 

6 /. 

- — On a Surf bound Coast. Cr. Svo, Ts. 6 d. \ new ed. 5^. 
Cuntberland{Stuar/)l'hought Reader's'l'houghts. Cr. 8vo., 10s. 6 d, 

- — Queen's dlighxvay from Ocean to Ocean: Canadian 

Pacific Railway. Ill., Svo, i8j. ; new etl., 7/. 6 */. 

-See also Low’s Standard Novels. 

Cundall (foseph). See “ Remarkable Bindings.'* 

Curtin {J.) Afyihs and Polk Lore of Ireland. Cr. 8vo, 9#. 
Cushing ( IVilliatn) Anonyms, Dictionary of Revealed Author^ 
ship. 2 vols., large Svo, gilt top, 52r. 6,/. 

- Initials and Pseudonyms. 25/.; second series, 2ir. 

Cutcliffe {II. C.) Trout Pishing in Rapid Streams. Cr. 8vo, 3^. Gd. 


T^AL Y {Airs. D.) Digging, Squatting^ and Pioneering its 
Northern South Australia. Svo, \Zs. 

Dana (f. D.) Characteristics of Volcanoes, Haivaiian Islands, 
See. Illus., i8r. 

ryAnvers. Plementary History of Art. New cd., 360 illus., 
2 vols., cr. Svo. I. Architecture, Sec., $s.; II. Painting, 6j.; l vol.. 


lOr. 6(/. : also l2r. 

■ — Plementary History of Music. Crown 8vo, 2 t. Cd. 

Daudet (A.) Port Tarascon, Tartarin's Last Adventures / By 
II. James. Illus., crown Svo. 

Davis {Clement) Modem Whist. 4X. 

-(C. T.) Bricks, Tiles, Terra-Cotta, 6 r*e. N. ed. 8vo, 25X. 

- Manufacture of Leather. With many Illustrations. ^zs.Cd. 

- Manufacture of Paper. 28X. 

- {G. B.) Outlines of International Latv. Svo. lor. Cd. 

Dasvidovjsky. Glue,Ge/a/ine, Isinglass, Cemen/s,^e. Svo, i2r.6i/. 
Day of My Life at P/on. By an Eton Boy. New cd. \ 6mo, ix. 
DeLeon {P.)Under the Stars and under the Crescent. N.ed.,6x. 
Dictionary. See TolhauseNj “ Technological.” 


Sofnj'son Loti.', cv Co. s 


/? 


^,V/c'(y: \\'.^ Z.aucashire Life of Bishop Fraser. With por¬ 
traits; new C<1., Svo, 12/- 6./. , r, ,• 

JLorhiu {/. G-) Trooper and Redskin : F'.JV. Jfoun/ed Poltce, 
Canada. Crown Svo, S/. 6Y. 

JDonneliv {!':,natit<s^ Atlantis; or, the Antediluvian If orld. 
7lh rdiliou, crown Svo, 12/. 67 . 

_ Great Crypto;^ram : Francis Bacon's Cipher in the 

so called MiaK-perc I’lays. With facsimiles. 2 vols.. 30/. 

_ Ra^narok : A^e 0/ Fire and Gravel. Ulus., cr. Svo, 

12/. 6.7 

jF>ouc;all { fames DahicI) Shooting. New Edition. Crown 


Svo. 7/. 6.7 „ 

• U.e book is .admirable in cvcr>- way .... Wc wi^S itcver>- success. —Cpbf. 

very com|.htc «rc.ati>e.l.ikely 10 i.akc hish roj.k .is an auihority on 

s'>ootine .\Vr<-t. , , .r » » j 

LDouzhty (//..I/.) I’iicsland Jferes, and ihroufi the Aetherlanas. 
illusU.Ue- 1 , new edition, enlarged, crown Svo, S/. 67 . 

JDunstan Standani Readers. Sec Low's Re.\di:ks. 


JLBF.RS {G.) Joshua, Story of Biblical Life, Translated by 

Fdmonds (C.) Poetry of the Anti Jacobin. Jl’ith Additional 

nvdtcr. New cd. llitist., crown Svo, 7/. 6.7 ; large paper, 21/. 
JZducational IJst and Directory for 1SS7-88. 5^. ^ 

Fducational I forks published in CJrcat Britain. A Classi¬ 
fied C.daloguc. Third I-'.dilion, Svo, cloth extra. 6/. 

F.dicards ( JL) . Imerican Steam Enjneer. Illust., 12mo, i 2f. (sd. 
■JZmerson {Dr. P. //.) Enfish Idylls. Small post Svo, 2S. 

- J'ietures of East Any^lian I.ife. Ordinary edit., 1057. ; 

cilit. dc luxe, 17 X Mb vcllnni. moiocco hack. 147/. 

_ P’aturalistic Pholo^iaphy for Art Students. Illustrated. 

New edit. 5^. 

_ Goo Jail. Life and Landscape on tlu Norfolk 

] 5 roa«ls. riale^i 12 x 8 inclics 126/.; larjjc paper, 210s. 

- - Ifild Life on a Tidal Hater. Copper plates, ord. 

ctlit., 25/.; tdil de tnxe, 63/. 

-- in Concord. By Edward WalJo Emerson. Svo, 

7/. 6*/. 1 

■Emin Pasha. See jF-PtisoN and Stanley. 

English Catalogue of Books. V0I. 111 ., 1872—1S80. Royal 

Svo, linlf-morocco* 42/. See aUo “ Index/’ 

-- Eiehings. Published Quarterly. $s. 6 d. VoLVI., 25^. 

- IViilosophers. Edited by E. B. Ivan Muller, M.A. 

Crown Sio vtdumcs of iSo or 200 pp., price 3x. 6-7 each. 

Francis li.icon, by T homas Fowler. I Shaftesbury and Hutcheson. 
Jlamillon, by W. II. S. Monck. Adam Smith, by J. A. Farrer. 
Jllarlley and James Mill. I 



Z/V/ o/ Pulflications. 


9 * 


IZsl<r (Z*. Kcutoul) ll'ay o/ T'rans^r^ssors. 3 vols., cr. 8vo_ 

31/. td. 

ILsman/i (Z^) Ilaudbook oj Sur^^ry. New Kiiitloin, SvOjp 
leather, 

JZ/ofi. About some l^e/lo~cs. New Edition, ix. See also“Day.’^ 
I',yelyn. JLi/e of J\frs. (Jotiolyhin. liy \\'. ITarcourt, "x. 6Z,- 
l'.ves (C. iV.) West Judies. Crown Svo, "js. (id. 


HAJLJAJJSt J'estivals^ and Z^^ends. Sec CARLETO>r- 

Jenn {G. Afarn'i/ie'). See Low’s Standard Books. 

J'cnneli {Grez'ii/e') Jiook 0/the Koaeh. New Edition, ismo, 2X_ 
J'erns. Sec Heath. 

r/orde {/Jrozvn.'oiv) Su'a.'/ern^ Policeman, and the Little Girf^ 
Illust., Svo, sd., i^. 

“ " ' Phe J'rotter, A Poona Afvstery. Illiist. Svo, sewed, ix- 

Pield {Pr /.) 7 'ravel 7 alh in Italy. i6ino, liiiij), 2X. 

J’iske (Amos A') Midnight 7 'aths at the Club Peported. 121110, 
Kilt lop, 6f. 

Pitzgerald (J^.) Pooh pander. Cr. Svo. 5X. ; larjic j>ap. 12X. 6,/- 
J'leming(Sand/ord) JCnglandand Canada : a Jour. Cr. Svo, 6x. 
J’olkard (A*., /////.) Jlant /.ore. Legends, and I.yrics. Svo, i6x.. 
Porbes (JJ. d.) JVaturalist tn the Pastern Arehipela^o. Svo— 

2\S. 

poreign Countries and Pritish Colonies. Cr. Svo, 3f. 6Z cach- 
Australi:u by J. K. Vesey rilzKcr.-ild. , Japan, by S. Mownan. 


Austria, by i>. Kay, F.R.(i,S. 

I>cnmark an*l Icolaticl, by IC.C.Oll^. 

J'-tTPb ••y 1-anc I*oolc, IbA. 

France, by Miss M. Kulxrrts 
Germany* bv S. nartn^^-GuuliL 
Greece, by L. Sergeant, lb A. 

Poster (Pirket) Some J^iaces of Uote m Pngland. 

J^rane^ (Afaud /eanne). Small post Svo, uniform, gilt edges : 


l*cni, by Clenjcnts K. M.arkham. 
Russia, by \V, R. MorfUl, M.A. 
S|>ain,by Kcv. Wentworth Webster*. 
Swc<lcn an<l Norway, by WochIs* 
West Irulics, by C, II, Kclcn^ 
F.R.G.S. 


Kmily*s Choice. 

Vineyard. 4^. 

John*s Wife : A Story of Life in 
South Australia. 4.r. 

Marian ; or, llic Light of Some 
One's Home. 5/. 

Silken Cords and Iron P*clters. 

Into the Light. 4^. 


N'ennunt Vale. 5 j. 

Minnie's Mission. 4^. 

Little Mercy. 4/. 

Ileatricc Melton’s l>isci|> 1 inc. 
No Ivongcr a Child. 4^, 
Golden Gifts. 4.r. 

Two Sides to Kvery Question. 
Master of Ralston. 4/. 


4 X. 




^0^ There is also a re-issue in cheaper form at 2/, QJ. pjr vol. 

Prank's Panche ,• or, Afy Holiday in the Pockies. A Contri¬ 
bution to tlic Inquiry into What we arc to l>o with our Hoys. 5/. 



lO 


Saffi/>$on LcnVy Mat stou^ 


Jrasfr {^Bishop\ See Pi cole. 

Branch and English Birtfuiav Book. By I'v. P. Ci-ark. Imp# 
iCmo, illust., 7/. 6./. 

J'rench. See Jui.ien and Porcher. 

J-'resh H'oods arid T*asturcs JVno, T 5 y llie Author of “An 

Amateur Angler’s Days.” ts. 6./.; Kaigc i>ai'cr, 5.f. ; new cd., is, 

Froissart. Sec I.aniicr. 

^ASPAR/N {CotinUss) Sminy F,WJs and S/iady JVoods. 

Gavarni {^Snlpioe Paul; Chcvalior) P/onioirs. Cy Frank 
Makzials. lllust., crown Svo. 

Gfary (^Grattan') Burma after the Contjuest. "js. Od. 

Geffeken {F. H.) British Fmfire. Translated by S. J. Mac- 

MUl.l AN. Crown Svo, 7/. Cx/. 

General Directory of Johannesber^ for 1S90. Svo, 15^. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols. in r, sin.\ll 4to, 6s. 

THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price 6s. each ; or in calf cKtra, price 10/. 6Y. ; Smaller Edition, cloth 

extra, 2 s. Cut., except where price is named. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Character. 
About in the World. Essays by Author of “ 'I'he (icntle Life.” 
Like unto Christ. New Translation of Thomas h Kempis. 
J'arniliar Jl'ords. A Qiiot.ition Handbook. 6.r.; n. cd. ^s.6d. 
Fssays by Montaigne. Edited by the Author of “ The Gentle 
Life.” 

The Gentle Life. 2nd Scries. 

The Silent Hour; Essays, Original and Selected. 

Half Length J^ortraits. Short Studies of Notable Persons. 
By J. llAiN Frtswki.i.. 

Essays on English Writers, for Students in English Literature. 
Other Peoflds Windo7i'S. By J. Hajn Friswei.u 6 s . \ new 
eJ., 3f. 6r/. 

A Man's Thoughts. By J- Main FRis\yET.u 
Countess of B€fnbrok<'s Arcadia. By Sir P, Sidney* 6s. i new 
cd., 3J. Cd. 


Germany. By S. Baring-Gould. Crown Svo, 3^. 6d. 

Giles (A'.) Australia t%vice Traz'ersed: five Expeditions, 1S72-76, 
With M^ps and lllust. 2 volsy Svo, 30/* 

Gill (^0 See I..ow’s Readers. 



List of T^uhlualions. 


Cill^spi€ ^fS) Stirt\yin^. New eel., l^y Cadi.y Staley. 

8vo, 2lj. 

Glanus at Cr^at and LiltI^ By Paladin. Cr. Svo, 6s. 

Coldsmitfi. She Stoops to Conquer. In(reduction l>y Austin 
D oltSON ; the dcsijins by IC. A. Aiuiky. Iinj>crial 4 to, 4-*^- 
Gcoeh (Pa any C.} pace to Paee 7c *iIh the ^lexica ns. Ill. 

roy. Svo, lO/ 

Gordon {y. J£. Il.yB.A. Cantab.) PUctric /.if^htins;. I IK Svo,iSj. 

■ ■■ — JViysiea/ dreatise on P/eetr/eity an it A/a^netisni. 2n<l 

Bdition, cular^c< 1 > u itli coloured, \c., IIIunI 2vol?>., Svo, 42/. 

PUetrieity for Shoots. Illustrated. Cro\Yn Svo, $s. 
Gouffe i/n/es) Jioyal Cookery Jtook. New Edit ion, Nvilh plates 

in colour?, WocKlcut^, &c, Svn, c<l^cs, 42/. 

-Domestic Edition, lialf-bouml, lor. 6 it. 

Gounod (C.) Life and / / ^orks. By Marie Anne Bov ft. 

l^ortrail and 1 * ac:>unilcs, Svo, lor. 6</. 

Grant (General^ l/.S.) Personal Jfenioirs. With Illustrations, 
Maps, &c. 2 vols., Svo, 2S/. 

Great Artists. Sec ** Bio};raphies.” 

Great J/usie/ans. lulited by E. IIuekfer. A Scries of 

liiogiaj hicis, cruwn Svo, 3/. cacli 
Bach. IIaihIcI. Rossini. 

Beethoven. I I.iydn. Schubert. 

Berlioz. McihlcKsolm. Schumann. 

Cherubini. Mozat!. Richard Wagner. 

Church Contposers. Purcell. WcIkt. 

Grorrs Percy) Charniouth Grange. 2 $. 6d.\ gilt, 3 /. 6d. 

Guizots I /istory 0 / Prance. Translated by I^ohert Bi.ack. 
8 supcr-^royAl Svo, cloth extra, gilt, each 24.^. In cheaper 

biinling. 8 vols., at tOf. 6./. each. 

** It supplier A w.iDt \^liich bar long been fell, and ought to be in the Ictnds of all 
itudenii. of bkitory.**— 7 Vy^/«'r. 

I ■ . . Afasson's School EJilion. Abridsecl 

from the 'J'lnn^lation l>y Kul>crl Hlack, »ith Clironolopical liiticx. His¬ 
torical aii«l Genealogical 'I'ahlcs, ^cc, Hy Professor (ius i AVK Masson, 
IJ.A. With Portraits, Illustrations, &c. I vol,, Svo, Coo pp.. 5/- 
Gttyon {A/i/c.) I^i/c. liy Uimiam. 6th Ktltlion, crown Svo, 6r. 


TLTALjTORD {R. Af.) floating nieSy and hcyiv to JDress them. 

New edit., with Coloured plates. Svo, 15/. 

- jDry I'iy-I''ishiiig^ 'Jheoty and J*ract/cc. Col. Plates, 25^. 

JIall (ly. iV-) Idow to jLiz'e lo/ig; or^ 140S Alaxims. 2S, 
Jfalscy (^/'rcderick A.) Slide J'ah'e Gears. With eJiagrants, 
crown Svo, Sr. (>J. 

Jlamilton (.£“.) Idy/ishing /or Stlmoa, 7 'rout, and Grayling; 

their Habits, Haunts, and History. Illust., 6/.; large paper, tor. xtJ, 

■ Riverside A’atu/alist. Illust. Svo. 


i. 2 Sampson Lo:c, J/ars/on, C'-- Co.'s 


JIa/uis (Tl) NumcriiTal E.xercises in Chemistry. Cr. 8vo, 2S. 6 d, 
and 2s.I A«)>ucrN ?*oj>aratcly, 6fA 

Handy Guido io J>ryjly Pis/iiu". By Coiswold Isys, M.A. 
CroNN n Sv<», i.f. 

I Guide Jiook Io Japanese Islands. With Folding Outline 

^^ap, crown Svf) , 6.4 

JJanoverian Kiir^s. See Skottowe. 

Hardy (./. S.') J\isse-rose : a Romance. Crown Svo, Q)S. 

- {Thomas). See Low’s SrANt>ARn Nove ls. 

Hare (J. L. Clat h) American Conslitutional Lau'. 2 vis., Svo, 63J. 

HarJeut {F. €■ njiralor; A Ron.ance 0/ Real Life. By 

Paul P. Svo, ( u . 

Harper's Youn^ I'eople. Vols. I.-YI., jirofuscly Illustrated 

vvith wouiitiils ."XJuJ colourctl }il.atcs. Uoy.il .jto, ^‘Xlra biiulin", c.nch 
7/. 0 ./. ; ^ill 8/. Publi>hc<l Weekly, ir. \\r.ii‘j>er, \J. ; Annvial 

Subscriplu-n, iu»E li ve, 6 j. 6/. ; Moiulily, in WT.ijipcr, wiih coloured 
plate, (id. ; Aiiiuu'il Sul>!.cripliun, post free, Jr. 6./. 

Harris {M'.D.) Land of a 7 i African Sultan: Ttax'cls in Horocco. 

lllust., crown 8v(>, lOJ. (id. ; l.arge paper, 31/. (id. 

Harrison {Maiy) Complete Coohery Guide. Crown Svo, C>s. 

- Skilful Cook. New etlition, crown Svo, 5^. 

Harrison { 11 \) u)/emoral>le London Houses: a Guide. lllust 

New ciiition, iSuio, ij. (ui. \ new cd., enlar;^ec 1 , 2s.(id. 

Hatton {foseph) fournalistic London: with Fn^rat'itif^s and 
Portraits ol I)i-.'in^uis 1 ie<l Writers of ihc Uay. Pcap. 410, 12J. (iJ. 

-See also Low’s Standard Novi i s. 

Haiveis {II. A'.) Jho.id Chur.h., ll'hat is Conii/if^. Cr. Svo. 

- Poets in the Pulpit. New edition. Crown Svo, 3^. (sd. 

- {Mrs.) Art of Housekeeping : a Bridal Garland. 2S. 6 d. 

Hawthorne {Psathaniel) Life. By John K. Lowj.ll. 

Hearn (Z.) Youma, History of a If'est Indian Slave. Crown 
Svo, 5f. 

Heath {F. G.) Pern World. With coloured plates, new ed. 
Crown Svo, Cr. 

Heldmann (/>.) Sec I.ow’s Si'-andard Books. 

Henty {G. A ) See I.ow’s Standard Books. 

—-- {Richmond) Australiana : My Parly Life. 5^. 

Herbert {T i Sala.ds and Sandzoiehes. Cr. Svo, boards, 
Herrick {Robert) Poetry. Preface by Austin Dobson. With 
numerous Illustrations b>' E. A. Auuky. 4I0, gilt edges, 42^, 
.Hetley {Mrs. P.) Native Plcnvers of New Zealatid. Chromos 
from Drawings. Three Parts, 63r-; extra binding, 7.V. (>d. 

Hicks {P. S.) Onr Boys: IIozv to Pnter the Merchant Service. 5J. 
- - — Yachts^ Boats and Canoes, Illustrated. Svo, loj. 6</. 


L-ist of Publications. 
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Hill {^G. B.) Footitcps of P>r. Johnson. Ordinary ed., half¬ 
morocco, pilt top. 63/. ; lJ‘t de lux.-, on Japanese vellum, 147^- 
Hints on Wills. See Wii.LS. 

Historic Bindings in the Bodleian Library. 24 plates, 410, 42^. ; 

half-morocco, 52/. 6</. Colourcfl, 84.1. ; half-morocco, 94^. 
Hitchman. Public Life of the Bari of BeaconsficlJ. 3X. (sd. 
Hoey (A/rs. Cashel) See I.ows Standard Kovrls. 

Holder {C. P.) Afan els of Animal Life. Illustrated. Ssbd. 

_ Ivory King: Blephant and Allies, lllustr.ited. ^s.Gd. 

_ Living Lights : Phosphorescent Animals and Vegetables. 

IUustr.atctl. 8vo, 8 j . 6d. . _ 

Holmes (O. W.) Before the Cut few, C''c. Occasional I oents. sf. 

_ Last Leaf; a Holiday Volume. 42^. 

■ - Mortal Antipathy, Sx. C>d. ; also 2 S. ; paper, ix. 

_ Our Hundred Days in Europe. 6x. Large Paper, i sx. 

_ Over the Tea Cups, Reminiscences and Reflections, 

Crown 8vo, Cx. 

—— Poems : a nno volume. 

_ Poetical Works. 2 vols., iSnio, gill tops, lox. (>d. 

- See also Rose Lidrary. 

Howard {Blanche Willis) Open Door. Crown 8vo, 6x. 
Haworth {II. H.) Afammoth and the Hood. 8vo. iSx. 

Hundred Greatest Men (^The). 8 portfolios, 2 ix. each, or 4 vols., 

half-morocco, gilt e«lgcs 10 guineas. NcwIaI., i vol., royal bvo, 2IX. 

Hymnal Companion to the Book of Common Prayer. IJy 
Bishop Bickrrsteth. In various styles and bindines from la. lo 
'Xij. 6 t/. Price Lht nesd Prospectus •tfUl te forxvarded on appltcatton. 

a new and revised edition, 1S90, distioci from the preceding# 
Detailed list of lO pages, post free. 


TLI USTRATED Text-Books of Art-Education. Edited by 
t Edward J. Poynter, R-A. Illublratcd, and strongly bound, 5/. 
Now ready 

PAINTINO. 

Clasaio and Italian. ItyllEAD. | French and Spanlah. 

German, Flemish, and Dutch. | Fniflish and American. 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Classic and Early Christian. 

Oothlo and Eenalssanco. IJy T. Roger Smiih. 

SCUI-PTURE. 

Antique: Egyptian and Greek. 

Eenaissance and Uodern. By I-EADER ScOTT. , , ^ 

Indet-wiek {E. A.; Q.C.) Interregnum; Studies of the Common- 
wealth. Legislative, Social, and I^gal. 8vo. lox. 61/. 

_ Side Lights on the Stuarts. New edition, 7X. (>d. 
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Index to the Catologue, /an., 1S7-1, to Dec., iS8o» 

Royal Svo> half-morocco, iS/. 

Inshs {lion. James; Maori") Tent Life in Ti-er Land. 

Col. platcfi, roy. 8vo, iSs. 

Irving ( IVashington). I.ibrnry Edition of his ^Vorks in 2 7 vols., 
Copyrislit. wuh the Author's I-ntest Revisions. “GeofTrey Crayon” 
Edition, large square Svo. 12/, 0 ./. pcrvol. See also “Little Drilain.’* 


y ACHSOH {/) i\e 7 v S/y/e T'ertical If riling Co/y-Doohs. 

Scries i. Nos. I,—XII., 2 . 1 . an<l t,l. each. 

St. Dnnstan's Series, S Nos., \d. each. 


- Hcio Series of I'ertieal ll riling Cofy-bocks, specially 

acl.npted for tlic seven slandarils. 22 No'., 2</. each. 

- Shorthand 0/ Arilhmelie. Crown Svo, is. 6 d. 

(L.) Ten Centuries 0/Durofean Progress. With maps, 

vn 8vOp 12/. 6./. * 


crow 


James {Henry). See n.\UDET (.-\.) 

Janvier {T. A.), Azlcc Treasure House: Romance oj Content- 
poraiieous Antiquity, llliistratecl. Crown Svo, 7x. 6./. 

Japan. See “ Artistic,” also Morse. 

Jefferies {Richard ) Amaryllis at thel'air. N. ed., cr. Svo, Ts. 6 d. 

■ Revis: The Story of a Roy. New ed., crown Svo, 5^. 

Jephson {A.J Mounteney) Rniin Pasha and the Rebellion at 

the E<juator. Illubt. 21/. 

Jerdon {Gcrlrude). Sec Low’s Standard Series. 
fohnson {Samuel) See Hill. 

Johnston (//. H.) River Congo. New Edition, Svo, 2ii-. 
Johnstone {D. L.) Land of the Mountain Kingdom. Ulus, 

6t/. 


Jiiltcn Eti^lish Studentes Erench Exarnifur. i6mo, 2s. 

- Conversational Trench Reader. lOmo, cloth, 2s. 6 d. 

- Trench at Home and at School. Book I., Accidence. 2 S. 

- Tirst Lessons in Corn'crsational Trench Grammar, is. 

- Petiles Lemons de Conversation et de Grammaire. 3^. 

“ Phrases of Daily Use. 6 d. Lemons and Phrases, i vol., 

3j. td. 


Jt^TATS. Endymion. Illust. by W. St. John Harper, 

^ Imp. 4I0, gilt lop, 42J. 

Kempis {Thomas a) Daily Text-Rook. Square i< 5 mo, 2s. (»d.\ 

interleaved ns a Birthday Book» 3/. 6</. 

Eennedy {E. E.) Blacks and Bushrangers^ New ed., Illust.* 

crown Svo, 5/. 

JCent s Connnentartes : an Abridgment for Students of American 
Law. By Eden F. ThompsoK. 10/, 6 t 4 


£.ist of Publicalions. 


»S 


tn 


thiir Pnclish 



Kershaiv (5. JK) Protislatits from Prcinco 
Home. Crown Svo, 6 j. 

Kirtgsley impose') Children of Wtsiminsdr Abbey : Studies tn 

English History. 5 r. -i.. j 

Kingston (iK H. G.) IVorks. Illustrated, i6mo, gilt edges, 

%i. plainer binding, plain edge*?, ir. 6//- each, 

Ben Burton. 1 1 Icir of Kilf.nnan. 

Capt.ain Mugford, or. Our Salt Snow-Shoes and Canoes. 

and Fresh Water Tutors. Two Supcrcarg^s. 

Dick Chcvelcy. 1 "'Vith Axe and Rillc. 

'iplin^ri/^udyard) Soldiers Three. New edition, 8vo, sewed, \ 5 , 

1 _f Story of the Gadsbys. New' edition, 8vo, sewed, is. 

__ j,i plack and White. New edition, 8vo, sewed, if. 

The three foregoing l>ound in one volume, cloth, 3/. 6</. 

_ Wee Willie If ’inhie, Stories. 8vo, sewed, ix. 

_ Under the Deodars. Svo, sewed, is. 

_ _ The Phantom Piekshaw. 8vo, sewed, is. 

Kni 'htiP.Ji) Cruise 0/ the ^^lalcon.” New Kd. Illus. Cr. 8vo, 
7r. M. Original edition with all the illustrations ; 2 vols., 24/. 
Knox\Col.) Jioy Trat'ellers on the Congo. Illus. Cr. 8vo, yx. 6<f. 
Kunhardt iC. P.) Small Yachts : Design and Construction. 35X. 
__ Steam Yachts and Launches. Illustrated. 4to, i6x. 

Y ANIEP’S Works. Illustrated, crown Svo, gilt edges, yx. Gd. 

Boy^King Arthur. ) Boy’s Percy: Balhads of Love and 

Boy's Krois-vart. Adventure, selected from the 

IJoy^s Knii^htly Legends of Wales. | Rcnqvics. 

LansdelliJJ.) Through Siberia. 2 vols., Svo, 30X.; i vol., lox. OA 
Ptissia in Central Asia. Illustrated. 2 vols., 42X. 

_ Through Central Asia ; Pusso-Afghan Prontier. x 2X. 

Larden (IY.) School Course on J/cal. Third Ed., Illust. 5x. 
Laurie (A.') Conquest of the Afoon : a Story of the Payouda, 
Illust., crown Svo, zs. (tJ. ; gilt c<lgcs, Js. ^^t. 

_ Kein York to Prest in Seren Hours. Illust., cr. 

Leffin^ceilX^V. Pruce; “ Horace on Upland^ Marsh 

and Stream. Illust. Svo, 18/. . 

Lemon (yl/.) Small House ot er the Water, and Stories. Illust. 

by Cruikshank, &c. Crown Svo, 6/. » „ « ej’A 

Leo XIJL: Life. By 0 'Reili.y. Large Svo, i8x.; €dtt. 

LeonaXdo^da'VineVs Literary Works. Edited by Dr. Jeak 
Paul Richtf.r. Containing his Writings on Painting, Sculpture, 
and Architecture, his Philosophical Maxims, Humorous Writing,and 
Mbcclbineous Notes on Personal Events, on his Conlcmix>raric.s on 
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Literature, &c. ; pul)li>liccl freun Manuscripts. 2 vols., imperial Svo, 
. containin'; about 200 l>ra\viT»(;s in Autotype Reproductions, and nu* 
incrous other Illustrations. Twelve Guineas. 

Library of Ji(li,^ious JW/ry. Best roeins of all Ages. Edited 

by SCHAi r and C»ii.>!an. Koyal Svo. 2IJ.; chc.apcr biiuling, IOj. 6</. 

I.tudsay {IV. S.) IJislory of jM^rchafit Shiffin^. ^Vith 150 
Illustrations, Majx, aiul Charts. 4 vols., Svo, cloth extra. Vols. i 
and 2, 11^. each ; voU. 3 ami 4. 14/. each. 4 vols., 5C0. 

I.ittU {Atchibaid J.) 'J/trou^h the Yan^-tse Gorges, N. Ed. 

I OX. 6</. 

LittU ISrifatfj^ The Sf'Ct'tre Jiridegroom^ and Lrt^e/id of Sleepy 
Hollow. Hy Wasiiinoion Irvi.nc. fl.iuion Je luxf Ulus. Dcsijrncd 
by Mr. CllAKi.KS (). Mt'UKAV. Kc-issuc, square crown Svo, cloth, 6 j. 
L-odge {ILettry Cr.bot) George M’ashiuglon. 2 vols., 12s. 

Long/ello 7 i'. Maidenhood. \\'ith Coloured Tlaics. Oblong 
4to, 2s. 6./.; pilt tdpes. 31. C.A 

-- Courtship of Miles S/andish. Illust. by 1 ’koughton, 

iS:c. Imp. 4to, 2 I f. 

- Nuremberg. Ilium, by M, and A. Co.mecys. 4to, 

3lr. 6</. 

' Song 0/ Iliati'atha. Illust. from drawings by F. 

Remington. Svo. 21 r. 

Lome {Marquis of) Viseount L'altnerston {Prime Ministers). 

Crown Svo. 

Lo 7 veii {J. Li.) J'ision of Sir L.aun/al. Illustrated, royal 4to, 63^. 
- Life of Nathaniel LLmothorne. Sm. post Svo. [/« fref. 

Low's Readers. Specially prepared for the Code of 1890. 
Rditc<l by JoilN Oil 1 ., of Cheltenham. Strongly bound, being sewn 
on tapes. 

NOW READY. 

First Reader, for Stani'Akd I. Fvery Lesson Illustrated. Price 9i/. 
Second Reader, for Siandard II. Ii\ery Lesson Illustrated. 
Price IO</. 

Third Reader, for Standard HI. Every Lesson Illustrated. 

Price iJ. 

Fourth Reader, for Standard IV. Every Lesson Illustrated. 
Price IJ. 3f/. 

Fifth Reader, for Siandard V. Every Lesson Illustrated. 

Price IJ. 4</. 

Sixth Reader, for Stan da r rs \ I. and VII. Every Lesson Illustrated. 
Price IJ. (>J. 

Already adopted by the School Hoard for London ; by the E<linburgh, Not¬ 
tingham, Aston, Hirmingham an<l other School Boards. 

In the Pres-s, Infant Primers, In two Parts. Part I , Illustrated, 
price 3</. Part II., Illustrated, price 6</. 

Low’s Standard L.ibraty oj Travel and Adventure. Crown Svo, 

uniform in cloth extra, yr. 61/., except where price is given. 

1 . The Qreat Loue Laud. By Major \V. F. Butler, C.B. 


List o/ Publications. 



Lo 7 (/s Standard Librar^\ iSr-'^c.^^continucd. 

2. The wad North Land. By ^^ajo^ \V. F. Butter, C. B. 

3. How I found Liviuc^tone. By II. M. STANLEY, 3^. 6*/. 

4. Through the Lark Continent. By Stanley. I3/. Cd «S: 3/. 6 d. 

5. The Threshold of tho XTnknown Reg^ion. By C. R. Mark¬ 

ham. (4ih E^lition, with Additional Chapters* 10/. 6./.) 

6. Cruise of the Chailencrcr. By \V. J. J. Si'RY, K.N. 

7. Burnaby's On Horseback through Asia Iklinor. IOj^. 6^/. 

8. Schweinfurth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols.* 3/. 6 J. cacli* 

9. Throuerh America. By \V. O. Marshall. 

to. Through Siberia. I), an J unat>ri<lgcd, ioj.6^r. By II. Lansdell. 
It. From Home to Home. By STAVKt F.Y IIjll. 

12. Cruise of the Falcon* By E. J. Knight. 

13. Through Masai Land. By Josetu 'rilOMSON. 

14. To tho Central Ajfrlcan Lakes* By Joseph 'riiOMSON. 

15. Ouecn^s Highway. By Stuart Cumulrland. 

16. Two 'K.ings of tJfranda. By Ashe. 3^. 6./. 

Laziis Standard iVbz*c/s. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. each, 

unless othersvLse stated. 

I AMES Baker. John Wcstacott* 

\V iLLiAM Black. 

A Lanirhter of Hcth. — Hoase«'Boat.—In Far Lochaber.—In 
Silk Attire.—Kilmcny.—Lady SlXverdalo's Sweetheart.— 
Fenanco of John Lo^an.-^Sunriao. —^Threo Feathers.—New 
Prince Fortunatus. 

R. D. Blackmore. 

Alice Lorraine.—Christowcll* a Dartmoor Tale.—Clara 
*Vau^han.—Cradock Nowell. — Crippa the Carrier.— Krema* 
—Hit and Kitty —Lon\a Loono.—Mary Auerloy.—SpriniT'* 
haven.—Tommy Hpmoro. 

E. B. Bvnnrr. Airnes Surriaire.—Bcirum’s Laughter. 

G. W. Cable. Bonaventure. <;/. 

Miss COLEKinoE* An Bnjrliah Squire. 

C. E. Craddock. Leapot of Broomsed^o Cove. 

Mrs. B. M. Ckoker. Some One Else. 

Stuart Cumberland. Vasty Deep. 

E. De Leon. XTndor tho Stare and Crescent. 

Miss Betham-Eiavards. Halfway. 

Kev. E. GilLiat, M.A. Story of the Lraironnadcs* 

Thomas Hardy. 

A Laodicean*—Far from tho Maddinir Crowd.—Mayor of 
Caatorbridfre.^ Pair of Blue Eyes.—Return of the Native.— 
Hand of Etholbcrta.—Trumpet Major*—Two on a Tower* 
Frank IIarkut. Conspirator. 

Joseph Hatton. Old House at Sandwich.—Throe Recruits. 

^Irs. Cashel IIoey* 

A Golden Sorrow.^A Stern Chase.—Out of Court. 

Blanche Willis Howard. Open X>oor. 

Jean Incelow. 

Don John.—John Jerome (5/ ).—Sarah de Boreoffer. 

George Mac Do.nald. 

Adela Oathcart.— Guild Court.—Mary Marston.—Stephen 
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JLoii^s S/onJtirJ PCovels — continued. 

Archer.—The Vicar's Daughter*—Orta, ^ VTeighed and 
Wanting. 

Mrs. Macquoid. Diane.—Elinor Dryden. 

DuFFJ*-!.n Osiu)RNr.. Spell of Ashtaroth (5-f.) 

Mrs. J. H. Riddi'M., 

Alaric Spcncelcy.—Daisies and Buttercups.—The Senior 
Partner.—A Struggle for Eame. 

%V. Clark Russfll. 

Betwixt the Forelands,—Prozen Pirate.—Jack’s Courtship.— 
John Hoklsworth.—Ocean Free Dance,—A Sailor’s Sweet¬ 
heart.—Sea Q.ueon.—Watch Below.—Strange Voyage.— 
W’reck of the Orosvenor.—The Dady Maud.—Dittle Doo. 
Frank R.Stockton, 

ArcUs Claverden.—Bee-man of Orn.—The Date Mrs. Null.— 
Hundredth Man. 

Mrs. Hart ikt 11 . Siowr. 

My Wife and I.—Old Town Folk.—We and our Neighhoure.— 
Poganuc People* their Doves and Dives. 

Tosr.ru ruoMSON. Dlu : an African Romance* 

Tvit.ku, Duchess Frances. 

Lr.w Wai 1 ACK. Ben Hxir : a Tale of the Christ. 

C. I). Warnkr. Dittlo Journey in the AVorld,—Jupiter Dlghts* 
CUNSTANCK FfNIMORB \VOOI.SON. 

Anne.—East Angels.—For the Major 
French Heiress in her own Chateau. 

Logo's Siandard Kovfls. New Issue at short intervals. Cr. 

8 vo. 2x. 0^/.; fancy boauls 25 * 

Bi.ackmurk, 

Clara Vaughan.—Cripps the Carrier.—Dorna Doone.—Mary 
Anerley. — Alice Dorraine.—Tommy Upmoro. 

Caiuk. Bonaventure. 

Ckokkr* Some One Else. 

Dr Leon, Under the Stars. 

Fdwakos. Half-Way. 

Hardy, 

Madding Crowd.—Mayor of Casterbridge.—Trumpet-Major.— 
Hand of Ethelberta.—Fair of Blue Eyes.—Return of the 
Native.—Two on a Tower.—Daodlcean. 

IT ATI ON. Three Recruits.—Old House at Sandwich* 

HOKY, Golden Sorrow.—Out of Court.—Stern Chase* 

Ik^LMRS, Guardian Angel. 

Ingki.ow* John Jerome.—Sarah de Berenger. 

Mac Donald, 

Adola Cathcart.—Guild Court.—Vicar’s Daughter.—Stephen 
Archer. 

Omphant, Innocent. 

Riddi ll. Daisies and Buttercups.—Senior Partner. 

Stockton. Casting Away of Mia. Decks.—Bee-Man of Orn* 
StonyR. Drcd.—Old Town Folk,—Poganuc People. 

Thomson. Ulu. 

^VALFORI». Her Great Idea. 


List of Publuations. 
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Louis Standard Looks for Lays. With numerous Illustrations, 

IS. &/.; gilt edges 6t/. each# 

Sick Chevelor. By W. II. KINGSTON. 

Beir of Kiiannan. By W. H. KiNGSiON. 

Off to th© WildB. By G. Manvm.i.f. FrNN. 

The Two Supercargoes. By W. (J. Kingston# 

The Silver Cauon. By G. Manvii.i.e I enn- 
TJocier the LIctoor Flu^. By IIauky Coi.LiNCWOOn. 

JTack A.rcher : A. Tale of the Crimea. liy (#. A, IIknIY. 

The hlutiny on Board tho Ship Beauder. By B. 11 VA I'MANN. ^ 
%V^ith A.ze and Biffe on tho ^Vestem Pruiiiee. By . II- G# 
Kingston. 

lUd Cloud, tho Solitary Siousc : a Talo of tho Great Prairie. 

By Col. Sir \Vm. BUTLf.R, K.C.B. 

The VoyaRO of tho Aurora. By IIarrv Coi.t INCWOOD. 
Charmouth OranRO : a Tale of tho ITth Century. By J# 
Percy Grovfs. 

Snowshoes and Canoes. By ^V*. II. G. Kings i ON. 

The Son of the Constable of Prance. By Lotus KOUSSFI.ET. 
Captain MuRford ; or> Our Salt and Presh Water Tutors. 
Kditcd by W. II, G. Kingston. 

The Cornet of Horse, a Tale of MarlborouRh's Ware. By 
G. A. IIenty. 

Tho Adventures of Captain hlaRO. By Leon Oaiiu.n*# 

Hoblo Words and Hoblo Needs. 

The KiDR of tho TiRors. By Uoussr.LET. 

Hans Brinkor; or, Tho Silver Sk.itos. By Mrs. Dodgf. 

The Drummor«Boy, a Story of tho timo of WaahiuRton. By 
Roussei.et* 

Adventures in New Guinea : The Narrative of Louis TroRonce. 
The Crusoes of Guiana. By Boussenako. 

Tho Gold Seekers. A SeQuel to tho Above. By Boussenard# 
^VinnlnR His Spurs, a Tale of tho Crusades. By O. A. IlENTY# 
Tho Blue Banner. By I..F.ON Caiiun. 

StartlinR Bxploita of tho Boctor. CkMere. 

Brothers Bantzau. Erckm ann*Ciiai RIAN. 

Adventures of a IfounR Naturalist. Biart. 

Ben Burton; or. Born and Brod at Sea, Kingston# 

Groat HuntioR Grounds of tho World. Meunikiu 
B an Away from the Butch. Perelaer. 

Sly Kaluin, Prince, ICinR, and Slave. Stani.ey# 

A'tTV Vc/nrties for 1890-91. 

Tho Serp.>nt Charmor. By Louis Rous rlet. 

Storlos of tho Oorilla Country. By Paul L>u Ciiaillu. 

The Conquest of the Uoon, By A. Lauhir. 

Tbe ICaid of the Ship “ Oolden AifO.'* By II. E. Maci.RAS. 
The Frozen Pirate. By W. CLARK KusSELL. 

Tho Marvellous Country. By S, \V. Coz7.ens. 

Tho Mountain Kingdom. By D. Lawson Johnstone. 

I.ost In Africa. By I'. II. Winder. 
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Lcno's Stathiay'ii S<rus of Books by Popular ]\yiters. Sm. cr* 

8vo, cloth gilt, 24 .\ gilt edges, 2J. 6./. each. 

Aunt Jo's Scrap Ba^. By Miss Al.COIT* 

Shawl Straps. r>v Miss Aicoi l\ 

Little Men. By Mi^s Aicoi r. 

Hitherto. I’y Mr>, WiniNr.v. 

Forecastle to Cabin. 15y Sampi.i^s. llhislratcd. 

In My Indian Garden. I>y Bull. lvO!nN5>oN. 

Little Women and Little Women Wedded. By Miss Alcott. 
Eric and Ethel. By Francis Francis, lllust. 

Keyhole Countr>% By Gkri rui>r JI’rdo.n. lllust. 

We Girls. By Mrs. Wmiiniiv. 

The Other Girls. A Sequel to ** Wo Girls.By Mrs. WhitnkY. 
Adventures of Jimmy Brown, lllust. By W, L. Alden. 

Under the Lilacs. By Miss AiC'oi r. lllust. 

Jimmy’s Cruise. By Miss Ai.('t>i r. 

Under the Punkah. By Biiii. InOhinson. 

An Old-Fashioned Girl. By Mis^ .\Lcoir. 

A Rose in Bloom. By Miss Aicoi t. 

Ei^ht Cousins, lllust. By Mi>$ Al.co‘iT. 

Jack and Jill. By Miss Al.corr. 

Lulu’s Library, lllust. By Mis> Alcoit. 

Silver Pitchers. By Miss Aixoi I*. 

Work and Be^iniiincr Acrain. ITust. By Miss Al.cOTT. 

A Summer in Leslie Qoldthwaite’s Life. By Mrs. WH(TN£V« 
Faith Gartnoy's Girlhood. By Mis. WiniNEY. 

Real Folks. By Mrs. WiiliNl Y. 

Ured. By Mr«i. biowp. 

My Wife and I. By Mrs. Siou p. 

An Only Sister. By Mad.ntic l)r Wrrr. 

Spinning Wheel Stories. By MiiS A1X0 IT, 

jVt^v Po/umes/or 

My Summer in a Garden. By C. Dudley Warner. 

Ghost in the Mill and Other Stories. IIarkiet B. Stow£» 
The Pilg^rim's Progress. Wiih many Illustrations. 

We and our Neie^hboura. Hakkiet Beecher Stowe. 

PlCCiola. SaI NTINK. 

Draxy Miller's Dowry. Saxk Uolm. 

Seairull Rock. J. Sandfau. 

In the Wilderness. C. DtMd.EY Warner. 

Louis Pocket Eftcyclopicdia, Upwards of 25.000 References, with 
Plates. New cd., imp 32mo,clolh, marbled edges. 35.6*/.; roan, 4J.6</. 
Lcrnis Jfiindbook to London CharitUs. Yearly, cloth, \s. (>d. 

paper, IS. 

^ L^ONALD {George). See I^ow’s Standard Novels. 

J^faegreftor {Johfi) Pob Poy'^ on the Baltic. 3rd Edition 
small post Svo, 2s. 6*/.; cloth, gill edges, ^s. 6 d. 


Lisi of T*ublicaliotis. 


21 


Afac^egor i^Joh'.') A Thousand ^liUs in the "-Rob Roy** 
Canoe, l Uh fUlition, .small post Svo, Zs. 6 ./. cloth, gilt e^lgcs, 3/. 6./. 

- yifj'age Alone in the Yaivl “ Rob Roy'* New Hdition, 

svilh arliUtions, small post Svo, 3/. 6-/. an<l zs. 6./. 

^fackemie i^Rev.John) Austral A/rica : Rosing it or Ruling it f 
Illustrations and Maps. 2 vols., Svo. 32 j- 
Afaclean Ri) Afaid of the Golden Age. Illust., cr. 8\ o, zs.Ctd. 
Afaernaster {A/.) Our Rleasant P'iees. 3 vols., cr. Svo, 3ir- 6//. 
Afahan (^Captain A. T) Influ nee of Sea Rower upon History^ 
i66o-i783. Svo, iSx. 

Alarkhani {^Clements Ri) Sec “Foreign Countries,” and Maurv. 
A/arston (R.) IJoiu Stanley "iviote In Darkest Africa," 
Trip to Africa. IllusL, fcp. Svo, picture cover, l/. 

-See also “Amateur Angler,” “ Frank’s Ranche,” and 

«'Tresh Woo<ls. ” 

Alartin {jf • Rloat Pishing and Spinning in the ATottinghani 

Style. New Edition. Crown Svo, Zs. 6</. 

Afaury \Commander') Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 
Meteorology. New Edition, with Charts ami Ui.agr.ams cr. Svo, Cs. 

■ life. Uy his Dauglitcr. Fditcd by Mr. Clements IC 

hfAKKllAM. With portrait of Maun’. Svo, 12/. 6/. 

AfeCarthy {fustin, A/.P.) Sir Robert Reel {J*riine A/inisters'). 
Alendelssohn Paniily {The), 1729 —18.47. From Letters and 
JoumaU. TranslatetL New Edition, 2 vols., Svo, 30/. 
Alendelssohn. See also “ Great Jtiusicians.” 

Aferrifield's APautual Astronomy. Crown Svo, yr. 6 d. 

Afills {fi) Alternative Plernentary Chemistry. III., cr.Svo, is. 6 d. 
Afitchell (Z>. G. ; Ik. A/arvel) English Rands, Ritters and 
Kings; Celt to Tudor. Crown 8vo, 6/. 

■ -— English luinds, Reiters and Kings, Elizabelh to Anne. 

Crown Svo, 6/. 

Afit/ord{^Mary J^ussell) Our With 12 full-pngc and 157 

smaller Cuts. Cr. 410, cloth, gillcdgcs, 21/.; cheaper biniling* 10/.Ci/. 
Alollett (f. /K) Illustrated Dictionary of IPords used in Art and 
Archa'ology. Illustrated, small <ita, 15/. 

Alormonism. See Steniiouse. 

Aforse (fS. S.) Japanese Homes and their Surroundings. With 
more than 300 Illustrations. Re.issuc, 10/. (>J. 

Afotti {R.) Russian Conversation Grammar. Cr. Svo, 5/. ; 
Key, 2r. 

Afuller Koble IVords and Koble Deeds. Illustrated, gilt 

edges, 3/. i plainer binding, 2/. 6</« 

Afulready, See “Biographies.” 

Afusgrave {Airs.) A/iriam. Crown Svo, 6 s. 

—— Savage Rondon; Riverside Characters, <^c. 3r. 6 d, 

Afusic. See “ Great Musicians.” 
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AT AST: Christmas Drawings for the Human Race. 410 , 

bevelled 1>onrd<, fjilt ecl;»es, I 2 s> 

uVe/son {ll'a//rc(i) Jive ^'cars at Panama, the Canal, lllust. 

( row n Svo, 6^. 

A’ethcrcote {C. Ji.) Pytchlcy Hunt. New Ed., cr. Svo, 8/. ed. 
Hc-o Z*'atand. See IJr.vdshaw and White (J.). 

AJcholls {f. H. Acrry) The Kin^ Country: p.xplorations in 

New Zc.-il.uul. Many Ulustrations and Map. New lidilion, Svo, z\s. 

A^ordhoff (C.) California., for JJcalth, J'/casure, and Residence. 

New li<iition, Svo, with Maps and Illustrations, I2J. 6./. 

ATursery J'laymates {JVinceof). 217 Coloured Pictures for 
Chihlrcn hy eminent Artists. I'olio, in col. bds., 6s.; new cd., zs. 6</. 

A'^ursin^' J<ecord. \'carly, 8^.; half-yearly, 4^. (sd.-, quarterly, 
is. 6.1 ; weekly, zJ. 


TAPRIPA^ i^R. P.) Pifty Years of Concessions to Ireland. 

W ith a I'oitrait ofl'. Drummond. Vol. I., 16/. ; II., i6r. 

Orient Line Guide. New edition, re-written by ^V. J. Loftie. 
Maps aiul Plans, 2 s. 6t/* 

Orris (C. P) Pishing with the Ply. Illustrated. Svo, izs. 6d. 
Osborne {Dujfield) S/cll of Ashtaroth. Crown Svo, 5s. 

Other People's W indou'S. New edition, ^s. 6d. 

Our little Ones in Heaven. Edited by tlie Rev. H. RonniNS. 

Wiih Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Kf.vnoi.os. New Fdilion, 5/. 
Owen {j:>ou<^las) Marine Insurance Azotes and Clauses. 3rd 
edition, Svo, I5r. 


T>AI.GRAVP {R. p. H.) Oliver Cromwell. Crown Svo, 

lOJ. 6ti. 

Polliser (il/rx.) A History of Lace. New Edition, with addi¬ 
tional cuts and text. Svo, 2lr. 

- 'She China Collectors Pocket Companion. \Vith up¬ 
wards of ic<x> Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. Small Svo, 5/. 

Panton (f. /'.) Homes oj Taste, Hints on Pitrniliire and P)eco- 
ration. Crown Svo, Zs. 6J. 

Peach {,R, P. Jil,') Annals of the Parish of Swainswick, near 
Hath. Sm. 4to, lOJ. 61 . 

Pennell (H. Ctiolmondeley) Sporting Pish of Great Britain. 
15J. ; large paper, 30/. 

—- Modern Improvements in Pishing-tackle. Crown Svo, 2s. 

Perelaer (AI T. II.) Ran Aicay from the Hutch ; Borneo, &rc. 
Illustrated, square Svo, 7 j. 6 </; new ed., 2S. 6 ./. 

Perry { f. f. M.) Pdlingham Bur^lary^ or Cireumstantial Pvi^ 
deuce. Crown Svo, 3J. 6d. 
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Phillips nictionary of Biographical Pcfercnce. New edition, 

Bhilpot i/P.f.) Diabc.'es Mclli.us, Crown Svo, 5^. 

^ rfrf System. Tables. I. Diabetes; II. Gout, 
111 D%’^l>cpsia; IV. Corpulence. Incases, w. each. • , 

P/unhett KMajor G. T.f Primer of Orthoj:rap/iiC 
lilementary Solid Gcometr>'. ^Vilh Problems and 
Poe IP. A.\ The Raven, lllust. by DoR^- Imperial folio, 63^. 
Roems of the Inner Life. Chiefly Modern Small 8vo, 5 ^- 
Poetry of the Anti-Jacobin. New ed., by Charles Edmonds. 

Cr. Svo, 7 /. 6 </.; large paper, wiih special plate, 21 /. 

Borchcr {A.) juven 1 . Preruh Ptays. With Notes and a 

rorirauT^oy'CilebrateJ RaceAiorses of the Past and Present 

Centuries, wi.h Pedigrees and Performances. 4 vols., 4«o. - 

Posselt CA. p.) Strr/Ctnre of Fibres, \arns, and Fabrics. 
pJJ^riL. itj 'LTd^f^e Pinh Pearl: Life in the Bahamas. 

roflur Jt.A.). See ‘ ‘’ncw ' cd 

Prince Pfaskilojf: a Romance of Modern O.xfofd. New ed. 

(Low's Stanuakh Novels), 6j. 1 /tv 

Prince of Nursery Playmates. Col plates, new ed., , 

Britt ( 7 ’. P.) North Country Flies. Illustrated from the 
Author’s lirawings. lOr. Ct. ^„d 

Publisher^ Circular {7he), and General w 

Foreign Utcr.ature. Published on the 1 st and i 5 ihof every Month, yi. 


CIPPN S Prime Ministers. 
Cr. 8 vo, 3 /. (yt. i»cr vol. 

J A. Froude, Karl of IJcaconsfield. 
Duncklcyi “ Vis. Mellxiurne. 

Justin McCarthy, Sir Kol>crl Peel. 
Lome (Marquis of)> Viscount Pal¬ 
merston. 

Stuart Rcidj Earl Kusscll. 


Edited by Stuart J. Reid. 

G. w, E. Russell, Rl. Hon. W. E. 
G1 <lstonc. 

S r Arthur GorJon, Earl of Abcr- 
d jcn. 

II. D. Traill. MarquU of Salisbury-. 
George Saintshury, Earl ol Derby. 



j'yPDFORD (f?.) Ancient Sailpture. New Ed. Crown 8vo, 

7 V. lor. 6</. ; roxburghe, I2J. »• t o /. r 

Redf^rave {G. R.) Century of Painters of the Pnshsh School. 
_ {"b, and S.') Century of pnglish I ainters. Sq. lor. Or/. 


roxb., 12/. 
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Siim/'son lore, Alarsion, cv Co.'s 


Hoed (^Sir IL. j\/.P.') and Simpson. A/odirn S/iij’s o/ JVar. 

I Must., rovAl Svo. IOj. 6./. 

-( Ta/bot Batnes) Sir Ludar: a TaU o/ the Days of good 

Queen 15 c<y:. Crown 5 vo, 6.-. 

—-- Roger Jng/e/on, A/^nor Ulus., cr. Svo. 

AetJ {A/ayno, Cagl.) S-orirs of Stra>:ge Advenfures. Illust , cr. 

Svo, 5/. 

Remarkable Rmdint^s in the British Afuseum. India paper, 

04 '^* 6V. ; se\> c<l 73^. 6#/, an I 63 f. 

Ried (y. //. /A-) Bishtries Disfnte, and the Anne.xation of 

Cana la. Crown Svu, 6.f, 

Richards ( 11 .) A/nmininm: its History, Oeeurrenee, 6-<r. 

Illuslratc<l, crown Svo, Zis. 

Richter (Dr. /can Rani) Italian Art in the Xational Gallery. 

4to. Illu^t^.-\(c(l. yilt, ^2 2J.; Iralf-rnorocco, uiieiit, ^2 12/. 6<l'. 

-See also I-EONwuno i>.\ 

Riddell (Mrs. f. II.) Sec Low’s St.\ NDAUi) Novels. 

R ileal (C. R.) I Comen of the Time, a Du t ionary. Revised to 

Dale. Svo, 14/. 

Roberts (If.) Earlier History of Dnjish Bookselline. Crown 
Svo, 7 /. (id. 

Robertson ( 7 . IC.) Rrinei/<al Dramatic H'orhs, 7i'ith Portraits 

in phologr-ivure. 2 vr)ls,. 21/. 

Robin Hood; Aferry Adventures of. Written and illustrated 

by HuWAitn PVM-. Impcri.il Svo, i^.r. 

Robinson (Phil.) In my Indian Garden. New Edition, i6mo, 

limp clotli, Z 5 , 

- Xoah's Ark. Unnatural Hidory. Sm. post Svo, \ 2s.(id. 

- Sinners and Saints : a Tour across the United States of 

America, ami Kouml them. Crown Svo, loj. 6</. 

- Under the Punkah. New Ed., cr. Svo, limp cloth, 2s. 

Rockstro ( /K .S'.) History of A/usic. New Edition. Svo, 14J. 

Roe (E. P.) iVaturc's Serial Story. Illust. New ed. ^s. 6d. 

Roland, The Story of. Crown Svo, illustrated, 6s. 

Rose (y.) Complete Practical Alachinist. New FaI., i2mo, \2s.6d. 

- Key to Engines and Engine-running. Crown Svo, Sr. 6d. 

- Mechanical Drawing. Illustrated, small 4to, i6r. 

•- Alodcrn Steam Engines. Illustrated. 3ir. 6d. 

Steam Boilers. Boiler Construction and Examination* 

Illust., Svo, 12/. Sd. 

Rose Eibi'ary. Each volume, ir. Many are illustrated— 
Little Women. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to " Lillie Women, 

Little Women and Little Women Wedded. 1 vol,, cloth gill,3/.6a. 



I^zst of Publiciilions. 


Pos€ Library — {cofttinuai^. 

X*ittle Men. By L. M. Alcott. Double vol., 2?.; clolh gilt, 3/. (>J. 
An Old^FaBUioned Oirl. By M. Ai.corr. 2/.; cb>th, 3/. 
VTork. A Story of Experience. By L. M* Ai.COTT. 3/. 6^. ; 2 vols* 
Is, each. 

Stowe (Mrs. H- B.) TEe Pearl of Orr^s Island. 

■ — ■ The Minister's Wooinp. 

-- ^Ve and our Ifoiffhbours. 2/.; cloth gilt^ 6/. 

— My ^Vlfc and I. zs, 

Hans Brinkcr; or, the Silver Skates. By Mrs. I>oDcr.. Also zs.SJ, 
My Study *tVindowa. By J. R. I^oWKLL. 

The Guardian Anfirol. By Oliver Wendri.e Holmes. Cloth, zs. 
Drod. By Mrs. Beecher Stowe, zs.; cloth gilt, 3^.61/. 

City Legends. > ' Carlfton. N. cd. i vol. 2/6. 

Farm Ballads. By Wii.i. CARLF.Tf)N. 

Farm Festivals. By \Y 1 uL Cari.ktos. > 1 vol., cl., gill cd., 3/. 6./. 

Farm Legends. By Wii.i, Carlr'IO.v. j 

The Rose in Bloom. By L. M. Ai,coTT. 2r.; cloth gill, 

Flfrht Cousins. By L. .^I. ALCOtt. 2f. ; clol!> gilt, 3/. 6^/. 

XTndor the Lilacs. By L. M. ALCOTT. 2/.; aUo 3/. 6./. 
TJndiscoverod Country. By-^V. O. Howells. 

Clients of Dr. Bernaftius. I(y L. BlART. 2 parU. 

Silver Pitchers. By LoriSA M. AiXOTr. Clolh, 3J. 6./. 

Jimmy’s Cruise in the “Pinafore,” anil other 'I'alcs. 

I.ouiSA M. Alcott. 2/.; doth gilt, 3/. 6./. 

Jack and Jill. By I^OUISA .M. ALCOri. 2s.; Ilhislratcil, 5/. 
Hitherto. By the Author of the “ Gayworthys.” 2 vols., i/.each; 
1 vol., cloth gilt, if. 61/. 

A Gentleman of Leisure. A Novel. By Edcar F.twcETT. ir. 
See also Ia>w’s Standard Serif.s. 

Rousselet (Louis). Sec I.,f)w’s Stand.ard Books. 

Jiussell (Dofa) Siranf^e Afessof'o. 3 vols., crown 8vo, 31X. 6d. 
— , ( IV. dark) JV^isorfs JVords and D<ids, jFro/n his L>es~ 

patches and Correspondence, Crown 8vo, 6r. 

JEng/ish Channii Ports and the Pstate of the Past 


By 


and West India Dock Company. Crown 8 vo, I/. 

- Sailor^s Language. illustrated. Crown Svo, 3f. 6 d. 

- Wreck 0/ the Gmsvenor. 4to, sewed, (sd. 

-See aho “ Low’s Standard Novels,” ** Sea Stories.” 



Samueis (Cafit. f. S.) Prom Porecastle to Cabin : Autobiography. 
Illustrated. Crown Svo, Sj. 6 d.; also with fewer Illustrations, cloth, 
2r. ; paper, is. 

Schaack (A/, f.) Anarchy and Anarchists in America and 

Europe. Illust, roy. 8vo, 16/. 


26 


S:ini/>soii Loti', Maiston, ^ Co.'s 


Schuyltr The Life of Peter the Great. 
Schtoeiufurth {Geor^) Heart of Africa. 

each. 

Scientific I ducat ion of Do^s for the Gun: 
Scott {Leader) Renaissance of Art in Jtaly. 

- Sculfturc, Renaissance and Modern. 

Sea Stories. By W. Clark Russell. 


Icoiher back, top edge gill, pjr vol 
Betwisi ihc Forclandi. 

F r<)2cn Pirate. 

Jack's Courtship. 

Johu lIoKIswortlu 
Little 1x^0. 

Ocean Fiee Lance. 


2 vols., 8vo, 32X. 

2 vols., cr. 8vo, 3L Cd* 

By H. H. Cs. 

4to, 31/. C>d. 

S^- 

New cd. Cr. 8vo, 

3/. 6./. 

Sailor's Sweetheart. 

Sea Queen. 

Strange Voyage. 

Tl^e Laily Maud. 

Watch Below, 

Wreck of the Cresz'^n^r. 


Sed^oick ( IV.) Force as an Entity with Stream, Pool and 

Wave Forms. Crown 8vo, 7 ^. 

Semmes {Adm. Raphael) Sert'ice Afloat: The Sumter" and 
ihc ** Al;\l>Ama.” Illustrated. Royal Svo, i6/. 

Senior Near and Far: an Anglefis Sketches of Home 

Sport aud Colonial l.ife. Crown Svo, 6 s.; new edit., 2 j. 

-- Waterside Sketches. Imp. 321110, ly. 6d.; boards, u. 

Shakespeare. Edited by R. Grant White. 3 vols., crown 
8vo. gilt top, 36J. ; hiition de luxe, 6 vols., Svo, cloth extra, 63/. 
Shakespeare's Heroines: Studies by Living English Painters. 
105/.; .irtists’ proofs, 630/. 

- Macbeth. With Etchings on Copper, by J. Moyr 

SktiTU. 105^. and 52J. 6</. 

- Songs and Sonnets, Illust. by Sir John Gilbert, R.A. 

4to, boards, $s. 

-Sec also Donnelly and White (R. Grant). 

Sharpe {R. Bcnvdler) Birds in Nature. 39 coloured plates 
niul text. 4to, 

Sheridan. Rivals. Reproductions of Water-colour, &c. $2s.6d.\ 

artist's proofs, 10$/. nett. 

Shields (C. JV.) Philosophia ultima ; from Harmony of Science 
and Religion. 3 vols. Svo, 2+r. 

-(6^. O.) Big Game of North America. Illust., 2ir. 

- Cruisings in the Cascades; Hunting, Photography, 

Fishing. Svo, tos. 6./. 

Sidney {^Sir Philip) Arcadia. New Edition, 3/. Cd. 

Siegfried, The Story of Illustrated, crown Svo, cloth, 6r. 
Sienkieu'ics i^H.) With Fire and Sword, Historical Novel. 

8vo, for. 6./. - 

Sinclair {Mrs.) Indigenous Flowers of the Hawaiian Islands. 
44 riaies in Colour. Imp. folio, extra binding, gilt edges, 31#. 6d. 
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Sinclair {P.; '^Aopouri P Philip GarthBallads from the 
Pacific. New Edition. 3 x. (>d. 

Skoltmvc {B. C.) Hanoverian Kings. New ed., cr. 8vo. ss. 6d. 
Smith (<7.) Assyrian Explorations. Illust. New Ed., 8vo, tSs. 

_ _ The Chaldean Account of Genesis. \Viih many Illustra¬ 
tions. i6j. New Ed. By Professor Sayce, Svo, i&s. 

_ (G. Barnett^ William I. and the German Empire. 

New Ed., Svo, 3/. 6r/. 

_ {^Sydney^ Life and Times. By Stuart J. Reid. Illus- 

Iralcd. Svo, 21 /. , . , ,, , 1 

Spiers' Trench dictionary. 29lh Edition, remodelled. 2 vols., 
Svo, 18/.; lialfl>ound, 21/. 

Spry ( W.f. f, P.N., T.P.G.S.) Cruise of H.Af.S.'* Challenger." 

With Illustrations. Svo, iS/. Cheap Edit., crown Svo, Ts. CJ. 
Stanley {H. M.) Congo, and Pounding its PreeState. Illustrated, 
2 vols., Svo, 42/. ; rc-issue, 2 vols. Svo, 21/- 
__ H(nu I Pound Livingstone. New cd., cr. Svo, "js. Cd. and 

My Kalulu. New ed., cr. Svo, 3f. Ci i .; also 2.f. (id. 

_ jn darhest Africa, Peset/e and Petreat of Emin. 

Illust. 2 vols, Svo, 42/. ^ « , , 

Through the dark Continent. Cr. Svo, i2f. C>d. ; new 
edition, 3/. (x/. 

- See also Jephso.s’. 

Start if. W. K.)funior Afensuration Exercises. Sd. 

Stenhouse (Mrs.) Tyranny of Mormonism. An Englislnuoman 
in Utah. New ed., cr. Svo, cloth elegant, 3/. (>J. 

Slerry (f. Ashby) Cucumber Chronicles, sr. 

Steuart (/. A.) Letters to Living Authors, loith portraits. Cr. 
Svo, 6/. ; ^>1. deluxe, lOt.dJ. . ^ r, 

- a Story of Ir€lau<i. Cr. ovo, y>s. 

Steiens (E. W.) Ply-Pishing in Maine Lakes. S-f. dd. 

_ \t.) Around the World on a Bicycle. Vol. II. Svo i6r. 

Stockton (Prank P.) Pudder Grange, ^s. Cd. 

_ Bee-Alan of Orn, and other panciful Tales. Cr. Svo, 5s. 

_ Personally Conducted. Ill. by Pennei-e. Sm. 410, yr. 6^/. 

_ The Casting Asoay of Mrs. l^cks and Afrs. Aleshine. \s. 

_ T/u dusantes. Sequel to the above. Boards, ts.; 

this and the preceding l>ook in one volume, cloth, 2/. 6 d. 

_ _ The Hundredth Afan. Small post Svo, Cs. 

_ The Late Afrs. Hull. Small post Svo, Cs. 

_ _ Aferry Ch inter, cr. Svo. Boards, 2J. Cd. 

_ The Story of Viteau. Illust. Cr. Svo, sr. 

_ Three Burglars, cr. Svo. Picture boards, is. j cloth, ar. 
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Saffi/>son Lo:i', Jifarston, Co.'s 


Stoi-kfoti (Frauk R.) See also Low’s Standard Novels. 

Stoker {Fra/n) Snake's Fass, cr. Svo, 6 j. 

Stotce {Mrs. Beecher') Dred. Cloth, gilt edges, 3f. 6^/.; cloth, 2T. 

— Flowers and Fruit from her Writings. Sm. post 8vo, 
3s. 6it. 

—' ^dfe^ in her own Words . . . with Letters., ^c. 15X. 

- Life, told for JSoys and Girls. Crown Svo. 

■ Little Foxes. Cheap Ed., is.; Library Edition, 4?. 6d, 

- A/y Wife and I. Cloth, 2S. 

- Old Town Folk. 6s. 

- — ]Ve and our jVei^hbours. 2 S. 

- Fo^anuc People. 6^. 

■ Sec also Low’s Standard Novels and Rose Library. 

Strickland {F.) Fnt^adine : a Guide to the District^ with Articles 
by J. Symonds, Mrs. Main, &c., Sf. 

Stuarts. See Inderwick. 

Stut/ield {IfuQh F. Af.) FI Afa^hreb : i 200 Afilcs' Ride through 
Marocco. 8 a 6 ./. 

Sullii'att {A. Af.) A’utshell History of Ireland. Paperboards, 6d. 

Szczpanski {F.), Fircctoiy of Pechnical Literature^ Classified 
Cat.iloguc of books, Annuals, and Journals. Cr. Svo, 2s. 


'F'A/AF (If. A.) “ Origines.** Translated by John Durand. 

1 . The Ancient Refirime. Demy Svo, cloth, 16/. 

II. The French Revolution. Vol. 1. do. 

Do. do. Vol. 2. do. 

Do. do. Vol. 3. do. 

Fnglish Fditions of German Authors. Each 
volume, cloth ilexiblc, 2s. ; or sewed, lx. 6./. (Catalogues post free.) 

Pauchnitz {B.) German Dictionary. 2s. \ paper, is. 6d.; roan, 

2X. Ctt. 


III. 

IV. 

Pauchnitz's 


■ ■ — French Dictionary. 2s. \ paper, 6</.; roan, 2S. 6d. 

■ - — Italian Dictionary. 2s. ; paper, is. 6d. \ roan, 2S. 6d. 

- - Latin Dictionary. 2s. ; paper, is. 6d .; roan, 2S. 6d. 

■ Spanish and Fnglish. 2s. ; paper, ij. 6d .; roan, 2S. 6d. 

- ■ ■ Spanish and French. 2s. i paper, i^. 6d. ; roan, 2s. 6d. 

laylor {R. L.) Chemical Analysis Pables. is. 

■ Chemistry for Beginners. Small Svo, iJ. 6d. 

Pechno-Chemical Receipt Book. With additions by Brannt 
and Wahl. lox. 6 d. 



Z/V/ of I^ubUcalions. 
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Technological Dictionary. See Tolhausen. 

Thausing {Pro/.) Malt and the Pahrication 0/ Beer. 8vo, 45-f. 

Duakston {Mi) British Angling Plies. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo, 5^. 

Thomas {Bertha)^ Jloicse on the Scar, Tale 0/ S^uth Devon. 
Crown Svo, 6r. 

Thomson {/os.) Central African Bakes. New edition, 2 vols. 
in one, crown Svo, 7/. (xl. 

- Through Masai Band. Illust. 2iJ.; new edition, 7X. td. 

- and Afiss I/arris-Smith. Ulu; an African /Romance. 

crown Svo, 6 j. 

■ ( IP) Algebra for Colleges and Schools. With Answers, 

5/. ; without, 4J. 6</. ; Answers separate, is. 6./. 

Thornton {L. D.) Story of a Poodle. By Himself and his 
Mistress. Illust., crown 4to, 2/. (sd. 

Tileston {Afary IP.), Daily Strength for Daily Breeds. i8mo, 

4J. 6i/. 

Tolhausen. Technological German, pstglish, and Prcnch Die-' 
tionary. Vols. I., II-, with Supplcntent, 12J. 6</. each; III., 9^.; 
Supplement, cr. Svo, jx. 6./. 

Tosnpkins {E. S. de G.) Through David's Pealm. Illust. by 
Tompkins, the Author. Svo, lox- Cd. 

Transaetions of the J/ong Pong Afedical Society, vol. i, Svo, 

sewed, I2X- (id. 

Tytler {Sarah) Duchess Prances: a B^ovel. 2 vols,, 2 is. 


T YPTON" {JI.) Alanual of Practical Dairy Panning. Cr. 
v--' 8vo, 2s. 


JT’ERNE {Jules) Celebrated Travels and Travellers. 3 vols. 

P Svo, 7/. Ott. each ; extra Rilt, 9/. 

-- Purchase of the Alorth Pole, seq. to From Earth to 

Moon." Illustrated. 6 s. 

- passtily JPithout a JVasne. Illustrated. 6 s. 

- Plight to Prance. 3/. 6 d. 

-See also Laurie. 

Pictoria {Queen) Life of. By Grace Greenwood. Illust. 6 s. 
Pigny {A.de), Cinq Afars. Translated, with Etchings. 2 vols. 
Svo, 3(v. 

Viollet-le-Due {E.) Lectures on Architecture. Translated by 
Benjamin Bucknall, ArchitecL 2 vol.t, sui>cr*royal Svo, Z 3 3 ^* 


BOOKS BY JULES VERNE. 


('rows *^vo 


WORKS. 


* (JvLluirmiK 0'1> f»p. 

* ft'-il fr<»m oO to !• 0 


20,000 Leagues under the Sea. | 

Parts 1. and II. 

Hector Servadac.| 

The Fur Country.I 

The Earth to the Moon and a 

Trip round it. 

Michael StrogofF. 

Dick Sands, the Boy Captain . 
Five Weeks in a Balloon . . . 

Adventures of Tiircc English¬ 
men and Three Russians . . 
Bound the World in Eighty Days 

A Floating City. 

The Blockade Runners. . . - 
Dr. Ox’s Experiment .... 

A Winter amid the Ice 
Survivors of the “Chancellor”. 

Martin Paz. 

The Mysterious Island, 3 vols.:— | 
I. Dropped from the Clouds 

II. Abandoned.^ 

III. Secret of the Island . . 
The Child of the Cavern . . . 
The Begum’s Fortune .... 
The Tribulations of a Chinaman 
The Steam House, 2 vols.:— 

I. Demon of Cawnporc . . 
II. Tigers and Traitors . . . 
The Giant Raft, 2 vols.:— \ 

I. 800 Leagues on the Amazon ' 
II. The Cryptogram .... I 

The Green Ray. 

Godfrey Morgan. 

Kcraban the Inflexible:— 

I. Captain of tho“Guidara” 


Tlan'ls *mo 

CioiU 

in IT. 

5 . d. 
10 6 

10 6 
10 6 

10 G 

10 G 
10 6 
7 6 

7 6 

7 G 

7 G 


) 


22 G 
7 G 
7 G 
7 G 
7 G 
7 G 
7 G 

7 G 
7 0 

7 0 
7 G 
G O 
7 G 


II. Scarpante the Spy . . . 

) 7 6 

The Archipelago on Fire . . ■ 

7 6 

The Vanished Diamond . . . 

7 G 

Mathias Sandorf. 

10 G 

The Lottery Ticket. 

7 G 

The Clipper of the Clouds . . 

7 G 

North against South .... 

7 0 

Adrift in the Pacific .... 

G 0 

The Flight to France .... 

7 C 

The Purchase of the North Pole 

G 0 

A Family without a Name . . 

6 0 


Pljlifior 
\nn fins'. 

aXi* A. 

s. <i. 
5 0 

5 0 
5 0 

5 0 

5 0 
5 0 
3 G 

3 G 

3 G 

3 G 


3 G 

10 G 
3 G 
3 G 
3 G 
3 G 
3 6 
3 0 

3 G 
3 G 

3 G 
3 G 
5 0 
3 G 

3 6 
3 6 
3 6 
3 G 
5 0 
3 G 
3 6 
3 G 
3 G 
3 G 


(' 'n'nininjT the whole of tho 
tcM With some illuBtrations. 

I KiZm 

i.iDU.n,j, Kilt boards, 

iyi»e._ 

i?. if. 

3 G vols., 1^. oach. 

3 6 - vol8.,l5. each, 

3 6 2 vols., oaohs 

3 G 2 vola., Is. each. 

3 6 2 vols., Is. each. 

2 0 l.s. OJ. 


2 0 

2 0 
C 2 0 
(20 
2 0 
2 0 
f 3 G 
>20 
G 0 
2 0 
2 0 
2 0 
2 0 
2 0 
2 0 

€ 0 
2 0 

2 0 
2 0 
3 0 
2 0 

2 0 
2 0 
2 0 
2 0 
3 6 
2 0 
2 0 


1 0 

1 0 
1 0 
1 0 
1 0 
1 0 

3 vols., Is. each, 
U. 01. 

3 0 
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CPLKiK.Tan T»*tei 8 Awn TBiTEi.i.rRj. 3 vola. f'vo, COO pp., lOO rull.pftco lllustmtions, 7.. C3.» 
B:ilt edgoa, 9*. oiu-h:—(1) Tub ExpLrmAtioir of tr« Woai.o. (2) Thk Gkbat Navioatoes Of «■ 
KionTBssTH Cbstubt. (3) Ta* Gbeat Exploieis or th* NiMtTiBxrn C*KTUBr. 
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1 Z/"ALJZRY. Our CeUhritUs. Pholograpbic Portraits, v 
yV n.. part I..including ChrUimas Number, ro>nl folio, 30/. ; moiul 

WallaVe 'C^'.') Ren Hur: A Tale 0/ the Christ. New Edition, 

crown Svo, 6 j. ; cheaper edition, 2 /. ra., 

Waller t^Rev. C. If.) Adoption and the Cenenant. On Continna 

sihl^r Sockets: and clhcr Shadows of Ji.dnnj-Ho,,. 
Sermons at Christ Church, llampstca<!. Small post ^ 

_ Xhe Names on the Gates 0/ J earl, and other Stu . les. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3/. 6r. r'r^r.^i.v.r 

lYords in Ute Greek Testament. Part I. Grammar. 


I I # Ur *** —- 

Small post 8vo, cloth, 2/. 6,/. Part 11. \ ocabulary, i/. 6./. 

JYal/ord {A/rs. L. R.) dier Great Idea, and other Stones. 

IV^shTA^S% ' Alary, Queen of the House of David. Svo, 3 ^- 

Book, CIDIDUXXXV. Crown Svo, half 

— and Dove EdUion, Ed. by R. R 

MarsioN With full-page Photogravures on India paper, and the 

WoScurs on Imlia pa^^r from blocks. 4to. 

large paper, royal 4to. f«U dark green morocco, gilt lop, 2i<w. 

Walton It. IJ.) Coal Alining. With lUnstralions. ^to, 2^^ 
Warner iC. D.) See Low’s Standard Novels and Standard 

wJ's/d!^/'0n /,-ving’! LittU Britain. Square crown Svo, 6r. 

Wells CH. R.) American Salmon Jusherman. (js. 

_: jtiy JKods and Fly Tackle. Illustrated. \os.(>d. 

_ /r W.) Three Thousand Aliles through Brazil. Illus- 

tratfd from Oricincil Sketches. 2 vols. 8vo» ^ 

Wenzel (^O.^ Directory of C/iemical Products of the German 

Wefi^TAhi IVf Half century of Australasian Progress. Personal 

retrospect. Svo, I2r. j r> > 

Westoby ( IV. A. S.'), Descriptive Catalogue of 50 ^earp Postage 
Stamps in Great Britain and Ireland, 8vo, $/- . . . 

Wheatley {H Bi) Remarkable Bindings in the British Afuseum. 

Reproductions in Colour, 94J. Cd., 73 ^- <>d., and 63/. 

White if.) Ancient History of the Afaort; Afythology, 6 ^c. 
VoU I -IV, 8vo» 10/. each* 

_ Granf) England Without and Within. Crown Svo, 

10/. td. _ j 

—- Fvery-day English, xos. fsd. — o a.. 

_ Tate of Afansfield Humphreys, &*c. Cr. Svo, or. 

Studies in Shakespeare, los. 6 d. 



S(i/n/)soii Loto, 


—crown 


IVhiie (/-• . .i), Jl 

8 vo, 5/. • •*. 

(Afrs.) See I.ow’s Standard Sfries. 
ly/iifaer { /, G.) T/u' .}f/ss/ze,afit/ /aicr f'oc’ms. i8mo, 

choice parcIiiiKiit cover, jf. 6./. 

' (■'^•■’^orys Guest, c-^a Recent Poems. 5^. 

iru/iam /. and the (A-rman J:>,i/>ire. r>y G. Barxeit Smith. 

ISew Ldilii)n, 3/. 6 /. 

U ilhs-lhi 7 id ij.) Siihnon Prehlems. 31. 6</.; boards, 2f. (td. 
Jri//s {Dr. C. /.) Persia as it is. Crown 8Vo, Ss. 6 d. 

Il'i/is, A Feti' J/i.-ifs on Prorhiy, zz'ithout PrefessionalAssistance. 

V-\v ^ r i:«Hlion. revised, with P'or.ns 

of \\ills, lvc^u^u.-try .\ccomils. Nc. Kc.-xp. Svo, cloth gilt, is 

(El/ul . 1 /.) U Folk. Good Eolk : a Fantasy. 

Jllusl-, fcAp 4to, 5:. ^ 

Winder {Frederick Iforatiei) Lejt in Africa : a Varn of Adven. 
lure, llliixf., er. Svo, 6.. *' 

Winsor {Justin) Xa, ratirc and Critical J/istoty of America. 

8 vols., 30/. oacJi ; Lirgc paper, vol., 6 y. 

Woedsey. Introduction ta/ntcruationai Latv. 5th Ed., i8r. 

Woolson {Constance F.) See I.ow’s Standard Novels. 

IFrifit {T) Town of Co’wfer, O/ney, 6 s. 

JJ'r/tten to Order ; the Journey in<:s of an Irresfonsible Bcotist 
l!)' ilic .\uthor of “ L\iy of my Life at Eton.” Crown Svo, 6 s, 
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